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Painted by Thos. Kirk. Engraved by Charles Warren. 

TROILUS & CRESSIDA. 

Act J. Scene 2. 

A Street — Cressida, Pandarus, TroiluSy Soldiers, etc. 

First Published by y> Gr jf- Bcydell, Shakspeare Gallery, London. 
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mTEODUCTION. 

In the Register of the Company of Stationers of 
London, under date of the 7th of February, 1603 
(new style), there was entered to Master Bobertes 
**for his copie in full Court holden this day to 
print when he hath gotten sufficient aucthority for 
yt, The book of TroUua and Greaaeda^ as yt is 
acted by my Lord Chamberlens Men.'* As there 
is no known copy of the book so entered, we 
cannot tell whether sufficient authority was 
obtained for the printing; and we are free to 
suppose that the play in question was that which 
we ascribe to Shakespeare, or that it was an older 
work from which the play ascribed to him was 
fashioned. 

.On the 28th of January, 1609 (new style), 
there was entered in the same register to Richard 
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6 INTRODUCTION. 

Bonion and Henry Walleys — two young stationers 
who were just beginning business — "for their 
copy under thandes of Master Segar deputy to 
Sir George Bucke and Master Warden Lownes, a 
book called The History of TroUvs and Cressida/' 
Of this book copies dated 1609 have come down 
to us in two states as " imprinted by G. Eld for 
R. Bonion and H. Whalley, and are to be sold at 
the Spred Eagle in Paules Church-yard, ouer 
against the great North doore." 

(1) Some copies have on their title-page, " The 
Famous Historie of Troylus amd Oresseid, excel- 
lently expressing the beginning of their loves, with 
the conceited wooing of Pandarus, Prince of Licia. 
Written by William Shakespeare.** Copies with 
this title-page had also a preface by "a neuer 
writer to an euer reader,** which began by speaking 
of the work as " a new play, never staled with the 
stage, never clapper-clawed with the palms of the 
vulgar.** 
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INTRODUCTION. 7 

(2) Some copies have on their title-page, " The 
Historie of Troylua and Creaaeida. As it was 
acted by the Kings Maiesties servants at the 
Globa . Written by WHliam Shakespeare." 

The substance of the book issued in these tw6 
forms being the same, the natural inference is that 
when first published the play, as the preface said, 
had not been acted; but that after it had been 
first produced at the Globe in that year 1609, the 
fact was recognised by inserting a new title-page 
and omitting the printer's preface that would be 
no longer true. If we read the evidence in this 
way, the date of the first production of Shake- 
speare's Troihia and Gressida is 1609. 

It has been suggested, however, that the first 
title-page was that which called the play The 
ffistorie, and not The Famous Histories because 
the play was entered in the Stationers' books 
as The Historie, and is called TJie Historie 
upon the headlines of all pages of this edition; 
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8 INTBODTXCTION. 

also because there is a parenthetical printer's 
signature at the bottom o£ the leaf of preface 
following the title. The first leaf of the text 
of the play is called " ▲ 2," leaving the title to be 
counted as "a 1 ; " .but there is also a signature 
** IT 2 " to the leaf of printer's preface. I cannot 
find much weight in these argumenta The preface 
would hardly have been thought of when the 
printing was begun, and therefore would not have 
been allowed for in the signatures of pages. To 
reverse the order of the title-pages, is to suppose 
that the players having objected to a title-page 
which advertised the work as being acted, the 
printers produced another title-page with a preface 
io say that it was not being acted. This must 
'argue in the actors a singular desire to avoid 
public advertisement, and in the printers absurd 
contradiction of a patent fact Shakespeare's name 
being retained, there could be no purpose of 
suggestion that this was another play on the same 
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INTRODUCTION. 9 

subject, and not that which had been produced upon 
the stage. This was the preface to Tlie Famous 
Historie :— 

" A neuer Writer to an euer Reader, — Newea, 
" Eternall reader, you haue heere a new play, 
neuer staled with the Stage, neuer clapper-clawd 
with the palmes of the vulger, and yet passing full 
of the palme comicall; for it is a birth of your 
braine, that neuer vnder-tooke any thing commicall, 
vainely : And were but the vaine names of com 
medies changde for the titles of commodities, or of 
Playes for Pleas ; you should see all those grand 
censors, that now stile them such vanities, flock 
to them for the maine grace of their grauities : 
especially this author's Oommedies, that are so 
fram'd to the life, that they serue for the most 
common Commentaries of all the actions of our 
Hues, shewing such a dexteritie, and power of 
witte, that the most displeased with Playes, are 
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10 INTRODUCTION. 

pleosd with his Commedies, And all such dull 
and heauy-witted worldlings, as were neuer capable 
of the witte of a Oommedie, comming by report 
of them to his representations, haue found that 
witte there, that they neuer found in them selues, 
and have parted better wittied then they came : 
feeling an edge of witte set upon them, more then 
euer they dreamd they had braine to grind it on. 
So much and such sauored salt of witte is in his 
Commedies, that they seeme (for their height of 
pleasure) to be borne in that sea that brought forth 
Venus. Amongst all there is none more witty 
then this : And had I time I would comment upon 
it, though I know it needs not (for so much as will 
make you think your testeme well bestowd)" — 
*^ your testerne," sixpence : the price paid for the 
little quarto book so prefaced was over £114 in 
1864 — "but for so much worth as euen poor I 
know to be stuft in it. It deserues such a la;bour, 
as well as the best Commedy in Terence or 
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INTEODTXCTION. 11 

Plautus. And beleeue this, that when hee is gone 
and his Oommedies out of sale, you will scramble 
for them, and set up a new Inquisition. Take 
this for a warning, and at the perrill of your plea- 
sures losse, and Judgements, refuse not, nor like 
this the lesse, for not being sullied with the smoaky 
breath of the multitude ; but thanke fortune for 
the scape it hath made amongst you. Since by 
the grand possessors wills I beleeue you should 
have prayd for them rather than been prayd. And 
so I leaue all such to bee prayd for (for the states 
of their wits healths) that will not praise it. 
Vale." 

Surely this went with the publication of the yet 
unacted play, and Shakespeare's Troilus and 
Cressida — based probably upon a lost play by 
another hand — was first acted in 1609. It is a 
noticeable fact that Troiltoa and Cressida does not 
appear in the first folio (1623) of Shakespeare's 
plays in the list given at the beginning, of 
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12 INTEODUCTION. 

Comedies, Histories, and Tragedies contained in it, 
but is inserted between the Histories and Tragedies 
without consecutive pagination or correspondence 
of printer*s signatures with those which follow. 

Not only have we lost the play of Troilua and 
Oressida that was entered for publicafcion by James 
Robertes on the 7 th of February, 1603. There 
is lost also a play on the same subject by Thomas 
Dekker and Henry Chettle, produced in 1699, 
which is shown by an interlineation in Henslowe's 
Diary to have been written as Troilua and 
Creasida, but produced as The Tragedie of Aga- 
memnon. The subject had been started at the 
close of the twelfth century, and in the four- 
teenth century Boccaccio and Chaucer had given 
currency to it through successive generations as 
the most famous love story in Europe, 

Shakespeare's TroUus amd Cressida is founded 
upon Chaucer. The original of Chaucer's " Troilus 
and Cressida*' is "II Filostrato," a poem in ten 
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INTRODUCTION. 13 

books, written in 1 347-8, when its author, Boccaccio , 
was thirty-four years old. He was then at the 
court of Queen Giovanna, at Naples, honouring in 
his verse a beautiful Maria of the house of Aquino, 
whom he called Fiammetta. Queen Giovanna 
cherished men of letters. She revived in fbrce all 
literary love fashions, including the old Courts of 
Love. 

At the court over which Maria Fiammetta pre- 
sided, there was argument one day of a lover, 
which he had best have if he might have one only 
of three wishes — sometimes to see his lady ; some- 
times to discourse of her; or to think softly of 
her within himself. Each side had advocates. 
Boccaccio argued that the lover's chief pleasure 
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14 INTBODXJCTION. 

this stoiy of "Troilus and Cressida," under the name 
of " H Filostrato '* — ^his second epic romance, with 
an appended letter that grieved at her parting. 
This became the love story of the Italians. 
Chaucer expanded it, in his translation, with matter 
designed to make it wholesome for English youth. 
He added about 2,900 lines to the 5,350 of the 
Italian poem. Pandarus in Boccaccio was a brave 
young Trojan of high lineage, a cousin of Troilus, 
who came to help him in his love ; and there is in 
Boccaccio no hint of dishonour in his occupation. 
It was Chaucer firsts and Shakespeare after him, 
who turned the very name of Fandar to a word of 
shama Chaucer first, and Shakespeare after him, 
put away all suggestion of the generosity of youth 
and manly dignity that Boccaccio had associated 
with Pandarus, and turned him into Cressida's 
garrulous uncle, humorous, lachrymose, tricky, 
worldly-wise according to the wisdom of the base ; 
the sentimental comradeship with Troilus being 
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rNTRODTXCTION. 15 

an oddity which we may refer, if we please, to the 
fact that Troilus.was a king's son, who might have 
any form of parasite. Cressida's father, Calchas, 
having gone to the Greeks, her uncle Pandarus is her 
guardian, who uses his influence for her betrayal. 
Boccaccio's Cressida is from the first apt for a fall ; 
assurance of secrecy is all her honour needs. 
Chaucer's Cressida retains a nobler life as long as 
possible, Chaucer's pleasure was in making pictures 
of true womanhood. She is betrayed by artifice, and 
grows, after her fall, into the type of faithlessness. 
Of Chaucer's Cressida it might be said that, while 
his whole treatment of the story is rich in dramatic 
power, the woman of the beginning of his poem 
could not in actual life become the woman of its 
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16 INTRODUCTION. 

Pandarus is more grossly contemptible ; the comedy 
is broad, though well within the bounds of nature. 
The Pandarus of Chaucer, the inventor whom here 
Shakespeare follows, was drawn with subtler lines. 
He represented in Chaucer the tempter of youth 
with a skill like that which Shakespeare spent 
upon his Falstaff. But Shakespeare could not 
have seconded Chaucer better than he does in his 
desire to send down through all time the name of 
Pandar as a word of scorn. 

Chaucer's additions to the story of Cressida in 
the Greek camp, and her dialogue with Diomedes 
and with her father, indicate his reading in the 
first romance which contained the tale of " Troilus 
and Cressida," the " G^este de Troie " of Benoit de 
Sainte - Maure. But throughout the poem the 
essential changes are of his own making, and 
directly illustrative of those qualities which we 
have found thus far, and shall find to the end, 
characteristic of the people whose best mind is ex- 
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INTRODUCTION. 17 

pressed in the literature whereof some part is made 
current through this Library. 

There can be no doubt whatever, from the way of 
Englishing Italian words, and the obvious relation 
of his " Troilus and Cressida" to the " Filostrato," 
in many parts line for line and stanza for stanza, 
that Chaucer made the English out of the Italian 
poem. The " Latiue " to which he referred was 
that of the modern, not the ancient people of a 
country that in its vernacular still meant by 
" latino," language, idiom, speech, and talked even 
of the birds singing " ciascuno in suo latino." He 
can only mean Boccaccio when he says Lolius . 
The notion of a lost Latinist, and of what Mr. 
Godwin called an " era of Lolius," becomes super- 
fluous and even absurd after any real comparison 
between the English and Italian poems. But why 
does Chaucer give the name of Lolius to Boccaccio 1 
The same comparison between the Italian and Eng- 
lish poems has shown us with what eyes Chaucer 
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18 INTEODUCTION. 

looked as an English moralist on the Italian whose 
genius attracted him. The spirit of " II Filostrato " 
was, whatever its charm, wickedly licentious. 
Morally it was but the gospel according to the 
court of Queen Giovanna. The genius of the 
Italian poet was here spent in sowing fcares ; and, 
with a parable of Scripture in his mind, out of 
L olium, the Latin for a tare, Chaucer contrived 
for him, probably, a name that he thought justly 
significant 

The germ of the story of ** Troilus and Cressida " 
which grew into the large tale of " II Filostrato," 
Boccaccio found in the " Geste de Troie " of Benoit 
de Sainte-Maure, who chiefly based his romance of 
the siege of Troy upon the narratives ascribed to 
Dares and Dictys. This origin, with our old myth 
of the descent of Britons from Brut, the great- 
grandson of ^neas, accounts for the fact that in 
Shakespeare's play the one hero is Hector, the 
Trojan, and the Greeks are treated with scant 
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INTRODUCTION. 19 

courtesy. Of Brut, according to the legend which 
was made current by Greoffrey of Monmouth about 
the year 1147, it had been predicted that he would 
kill both father and mother. His mother died in 
giving birth to him. His father he killed by a 
chance arrow. Then, leaving Italy, he found 
his way to^the descendants of the Trojans in cap- 
tivity, led them out of bondage to the Greeks, and 
was directed by Diana to this island Albion, where 
he became founder of the British race named after 
him, and first built London as New Troy or Troy- 
novant Our literature, therefore, should be Trojan. 
Homer ? Why, he knew nothing of the siege of Troy. 
He was not there ; he was a partisan, too, of the 
Greeks. Dares , to whom a Phrygian Iliad was as- 
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20 INTRODUCTION. 

been made by Cornelius Nepos from the Greek auto- 
graph found at Athens. This prose history of the 
fall of Troy was usually associated with the six 
books on the history of the Trojan war ascribed to 
Dictys of Gnossus, the companion of Idomeneus. 
His narrative, said to have been written at the 
request of Idomeneus, on tablets of baijk, in PhoB- 
nician characters, was further said to have been 
buried with its author in a leaden box, and dis- 
closed by an earthquake in the thirteenth year of 
the reign of Nero. Nero caused the work to be 
translated into Greek, and from that Greek the 
Xiatin version was said to have been made by one 
Q. Septimius Eomanus. In and long after the 
time of Henry IL, Dictys and Dares were r^arded 
as the chief original authorities for the story of the 
siege of Troy. 

In the closing years also of the reign of Henry II. 
Joseph of Exeter wrote a Latin poem, in six books, 
**De Bello Trojano.^' It was at the same time 
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that Benoit de Sainte-Maure first wove the tale oi 
Troy into a Fi^ench romance, which appeared be- 
tween the years 1175 and 1185, and worked into 
it the love story of "Cressida." The "Geste de 
Troie" was the chief source of the Latin prose 
**Historia Trojana," by Guido de Colonna, which 
was finished in 1287. Then came, in the next 
century, the poems of Boccaccio and Chaucer, 
which made the Troy story only a background to 
"Troilus and Cressida." After this followed, in 
the fifteenth century, Lydgate's " Troy Book ; " 
and in 1471 Caxton's "R,ecuyell of the Historyes 
of Troye," with many other pieces. Lydgate's 
work was first printed by Pynson in 1513, as " The 
History, Sege, and Destruccyon of Troye." In 
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Death of Hector, One and the First of the most 
Puissant, Valiant, and Renowned Monarchs of 
the World called the Nyne Worthies." 

In Shakespeare's treatment of the story, the old 
conflicts of the Greeks are translated, as they had 
been in all current versions of the tale of Troy, 
into the forms of mediseval chivalry ; but the heroic 
stir of arms is made to fill the mind with images 
(tax of action based upon the weaknesses of men. » The 
weakness of Troilus, a youth next in courage to 
his brother Hector, is associated in the first scene 
with the meanness of Pandarus. l The next scene, 
still with Pandarus in view, associates the weak- 
ness of Cressida with a procession of heroes. ^. The 
third scene, in the Grecian camp, shows heroes 
tainted by weak jealousies of one another, and the 
whole cause that brings them to the field — Helen, 
who is what Cressida will be, a worthless woman. 
The First Act ends with Hector's challenge, after 
knightly fashion, to whatever Greek will maintain 
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against him the worth of the woman he loves ; and 

out of this challenge Ulysses hopes to draw the 

opportunity of playing off one sullen hero against 

another to bring both into action. 

dj^j^ I In the Second Act Thersibes, who has fed the 

spite of Ajax, feeds his own upon his patron, is 

beaten, and transfers his services as feeder of 

spite to Achilles. ^ Then Hector of Troy declares 

in Council of War at the court of his father 

Priam the unwisdom of the quarrel. He reasons 

in vain with his brothers Paris and Troilus, who 

have replied to his arguments — 

" Not much 
Unlike young men, whom Aristotle thought 
Unfit to hear moral philosophy." 
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Than to make np a free determination 
*Twixt right and wrong ; for pleasure and revenge 
Have ears more deaf than adders to the voice 
Of any true decision." 

Hector warns wisely that Helen is not worth the 
lives she has cost. The strife about her is about 
ignoble pleasure, and seeks empty revenge. But 
if there shall be war, he is a warrior prompt for 
action. 3 The next scene contrasts with Hector, 
Achilles to whom Thersites has transferred his 
single talent of regarding other men as fools. 
Achilles, for an idle love towards Polixena in 
Troy, will not attack Trojans. In idle pride he 
contemns Agamemnon and his fellow-chiefs ; not 
less than the blockish large-limbed Ajax, who bays 
at him, and who is fooled through his own vanity 
by Ulysses. Ulysses plays the weakness of one 
hero against the weakness of another to bring 
both into action. 

The Third Act opens again with the frailty of a 
love that is not love, in the scene of Pandarus with 
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Paris and Helen, l Unfaithful Helen as a theme of 
war accords well with the tale of Oressida^ whose 
frailty is the theme of the next scenaB Then follows 
in the Greek camp the desire of Oalchas to have 
Cressida demanded in excliange for the Trojan 
Antenor ; of which exchange is to come the story 
of her fickleness in passing what she calls her love 
from Troilus to Diomedes. There is more stirring 
of envy in Achilles to rouse him. to action, for to- 
morrow Ajax will be the Greek who meets Hector 
in answer to his challenge. Thersites mocks to 
please the hero who has his mind troubled like a 
fountain stirred, and of whom Thersites holds that 
he would rather be a tick in a sheep than such 
a valiant ignorance. 
(jt*K ;-/^.In the Fourth Act Troilus parts from Cressida, 
and Diomedes conducts her to .her father. ^ Among 
the Greek chiefs she takes kindly to their courteous 
kisses of welcome, but the wise Ulysses turns 
away with a fie on her : — 
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** There 's lang^uage in her eye, her cheek, her lip, 
Kay, her foot speaks ; her wanton spirits look out 
At every joint and motive of her body." 

Hector contends with Ajaz, but they are cousins 
in blood, and ^* the issue is embracement." Hector 
is noble. Nestor honours him as one who spares 
men in the field : — 

** I have, thou gallant Trojan, seen thee oft, 
Labouring for destiny, make cmel way 
Through ranks of Greekish youth ; and I have seen 

thee, 
As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygian steed. 
Despising many forfeits and subduements. 
When thou hast hung thy advanced sword V th' air, 
Not letting it decline on the declined ; 
That I have said unto my standers-by, 
*Lo, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life.* ** 

Ct^ T Hector is feasted in the Fifth Act as a generous 

foe in the Greek camp, where Troilus is witness to 
the perfidy of Cressida ;^and as they return to Troy, 
the comment of the railing Thersites is " Lechery, 
lechery ; still, wars and lechery ; nothing else holds 
fashion." 3 In Troy Andromache dissuades, Oassan- 
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dra prophesies, while Hector prepares for his last 
sally. The passionate Troilus censures Hector for 
his too gentle spirit in the field. 

" Troilus, ' Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you, 
Which better fits a lion than a man. 

Hector. What vice is that, good Troilus T chide me 
for it. 

Troilus, When many times the captive Grecians fall 
Even in the fan and wind of your fair sword, 
You bid them rise and live. 

Sector, Oh, 't is fair play. 

7¥oUtis. Fool's play by Heaven, Hector." 

3-4 And in the closing battle, Hector, finding Achilles 
without his arms, refuses to strike at him ; 7 Achilles 
in return plots the assassination of Hector, and, 
g catching him when he has put his arms aside, 
causes him to be surrounded and murdered by 
his myrmidons. Then Achilles takes the glory of 
the yanquishing of Hector, and barbarously drags 
his body through the field. 

Surely here is, throughout, a weighing of false 
glory with false love, the weaknesses of men against 
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the weaknesses of women. Only Hector, drawn 
into the war by all the world about him against 
the faithful counsel of a better way, stands in the 
midst of this world's confusion between right and 
wrong — true husband to true wife, the pattern of 
a noble soldier in the wars of vanity and lust. 
They are such wars as yield Thersites too much 
matter for his scorn, wars common still upon this 
earth, where, as Milton has written : — 

** Qlory is false glory* attributed, 
To things not g-lorions, men not worthy of fame. 
They err who count it glorious to subdue 
By conquest far and wide, to overrun 
Large countries, and in field great battles win, 
Great oities by assault. What do these worthiei 
But rob and spoil, bum, slaughter, and enslave 
Peaceable nations, neighbouring or remote, 
Made captive, yet deserving freedom more 
Than those their conquerors, who leave behind 
Nothing but ruin wheresoever they rove. 
And all the flourishing works of peace destroy ; 
Then swell with pride, and must be titled gods. 
Great Benefactors of Mankind, Deliverers, 
Worshipped with temple, priest, and sacrifice T 
One is the son of Jove, of Mars the other, ' 
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Till conqueror Death disooyer them soarce men, 
Rolling in brutisli Tioes and deformed, 
Violent or shamef nl death their due reward. 
But if there be in glory aught of good, 
It may by means tar different be attained, 
Without ambition, war, or violence — 
By deeds of peace, by wisdom eminent^ 
By patience, temperance." 

In that spirit, Shakespeare has associated with 
tahe glories of the siege of Troy the false loves of 
Helen and of Cressida, putting his touch of poet's 
irony into the tradition of old deeds of arms. 

H.M. 
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Troilus and Cressida. 



DRAMATIS PUBSCmjE. 



Pbiah, King of Troy, 

Heotob, \ 

Tboilus, I 

Pabis, y hU Sons, 

Deiphobus, I 

Helenus, y 

MvEAB, ) Tixff'an 

Antbnob, ) Commanders, 

Oalohas, a Trojan Priest^ 

taking part with the Cheeks. 
Pandabus, Uncle to Cremda, 
Mabgabelon, a Bastard Son 

of Priam. 
Agamemnon, the Grecian 

General. 
Menelaus, his Brother. 
Achilles, 1^ g^^^^ 

mSsES, fOommunders. 



js, ; 



Grecian 
Commanders. 



Nestob,. 

DiOMEDES, 

Patboclus, , 

Thebsites, a deformed and 
scurrilous Grecian. 

Alexandeb, Servant to Cres- 
sida. 

Servant to TroUus; Servcmt 
to Paris; Servant to Dio- 
medes. 

Helen, Wife of Menelaus. 
Andbomache, Wife of Rector. 
Cassandba, Daughter of 

Priafn, a Prophetess. 
Obessida, Daughter of Col- 

chas. 

Trojan and Chreek Soldiers, 
and Attendants. 



SCENE— Troy, and the Grecian Gamp before i%. 



PROLOGUE. 
In Troy there lies the scene. From Isles of Greece 
The princes orgulous, their high blood chafed, 
Have to the port of Athens sent their ships, 
Fraught with the ministers and instruments 
Of cruel war : sixty and nine, that wore 
Their crownets regal, from the Athenian bay 
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Put forth toward Phrygia ; and their vow is made 

To ransack Troy, within whose strong immures 

The ravished Helen, Menelaus' queen, 

With wanton Paris sleeps : and that 's the quarrel 

To Tenedos they come ; 

And the deep-dra,wing barks do there disgorge 

Their warlike fraughtage : now on Dardan plains 

The fresh and yet unbruis^d Greeks do pitch 

Their brave pavilions ; Priam's six-gated city, 

Dardan, and Thymbria, Helias, Chetas, Troien, 

And Antenorides, with massy staples 

And corresponsive and fulfilling bolts, 

Sperr up the sons of Troy. 

Now expectation, tickling skittish spirits 

On one and other side, Trojan and Greek, 

Sets all on hazard. Hither am I come 

A prologue arm^, not in confidence 

Of author's pen or actor's voice, but suited 

In like conditions as our argument. 

To tell you, fair beholders, that our play 

Leaps o'er the vaunt and firstlings of those broils, 

Beginning in the middle ; thence away 

To what may be digested in a play. 

Like, or find fault ; do as your pleasures are ; 

Now good or bad, 't is but the chance of war. 
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ACT I. 

ScBNB L — ^Troy. Before Pbiam's Palace. 

EvUer Troiltts oflrmed, and PANDABt7& 

Tro. Call here my variety 1 11 unarm again : 
Why should I war without the walls of Troy, 
That find such cruel battle here within) 
Each Trojan that is master of his heart, 
Let him to field ; Troilus, alas, hath none. 

Pcm, Will this gear ne'er be mended I 

Tro, The Greeks are strong, and skilful to their 
strength, 
Fierce to their skill, and to their fierceness valiant ; 
But I am weaker than a woman's tear, 
Tamer than sleep, fonder than ignorance, 
Less valiant than the virgin in the ni^t, 
And skilless as unpractised infiuicy. 

Pcm. Well, I have told you enough ol this : for 
my part, 1 11 not meddle nor make no further. He 
that will have a cake out of the wheat must needs 
tarry the grinding. 

Tro. Have I not tarried 1 

Pam. Ay, the grinding ; but you must tarry th« 
bolting. 
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Tro, Have I not tarried ? 

Pan, Ay, the bolting; but you must tarry the 
leavening. 

Tro, Still have I tarried. 

Pcm. Ay, to the leavening ; but here 's yet in 
the word * hereafter ' the kneading, the making of 
the cake, the heating of the oven, and the baking ; 
i^y> you must stay the cooling too, or you may 
chancje to burn your lips. 

Tro, Patience herself, what goddess e'er she be, 
Doth lesser blench at sufferance than I do. 
At Priam's royal table do I sit ; 
And when fair Oressid comes into my thoughts, — 
So, traitor I — * when she comes ' ! — When is she 
thence ) 

Pcm, Well, she looked yesternight fairer than ever 
I saw her look, or any woman elsa 

Tro. I was about to tell thee — when my heart, 
As wedg^ with a sigh, would rive in twain ; 
Lest Hector or my father should perceive me 
I have — as when the sun doth light a storm — 
Buried this sigh in wrinkle of a smile, 
But sorrow that is couched in seeming gladness 
Is like that mirth fate turns to sudden sadness. 

Pan. An her hair were not somewhat darker 
than Helen's, — ^well, go to, — there were no more 
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comparison between the women ; — but, for my part, 
she is my kinswoman : I would not, as they term 
it, praise her ; — but I would somebody had heard 
her talk yesterday, as I did. I will not dispraise 
your sister Cassandra's wit, but — 

Tro, O Pandarus ! I tell thee, Pandarus, — 
When I do tell thee there my hopes lie drowned, 
Reply not in how many fathoms deep 
They lie indrenched. I tell thee, I am mad 
In Cressid's love : thou answer'st, * she is fair ' ; 
Pour's t in the open ulcer of my heart 
Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait, her voice ; 
Handiest in thy discourse, — O, that ; her hand ! 
In whose comparison all whites are ink 
Writing their own reproach ; to whose soft seizure 
The cygnet's down is harsh, and spirit of sense 
Hard as the palm of ploughman 1 — this thou tell'st 

me, 
As true thou tell'st me, when I say I love her ; 
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an she be noi^ she has the mends in her own 
hands. 

Tro, Good Pandarus, — how now, Pandarus ? 

Fan, I have had my labour for my travail ; ill- 
thought on of her, and ill-thought on of you : gone 
between and between, but small thanks for my 
labour. 

Tro» What, art thou angry, Pandarus 1 what, 
with me? 

Fom, Because she's kin to me, therefore she's 
not so fair as Helen : an she were not kin to me^ 
she wouM be as fair on Priday as Helen is on 
Sunday. But what care II I care not, an she 
were a black-a-moor ; 't is all one to me. 

Tro. Say I, she is not fair % 

Fan, I do not care whether you do or no. She 's 
a fool to stay behind her father; let her to the 
Greeks; and so I'll tell her the next time I see 
her : for my part, 1 11 meddle nor make no more 
i' the matter, 

Tro. Pandarus,— 

Pan. Not I. 

Tro, Sweet Pandarus, — 

Pan. Pray you, speak no more to me : I will 
leave all as I found it» and there an end. 

[-Specie Pakdaeus. AlarwnL 
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Tfo, Peace, you ungracious clamours ! peace, 
rude sounds ! 
Fools on both sides ! Helen must needs be fair, 
When with your blood you daily paint her thus. 
I cannot fight upon this argument ; 
It is too starved a subject for my sword. 
But Pandarus — O gods, how do you plague me I 
I cannot come to Cressid but by Pandar ; 
And he 's as tetchy to be woo'd to woo 
As she is stubborn-chaste against all suit. 
Tell me, Apollo, for thy Daphne's love, 
What Gressid is, what Pandar, and what we 1 
Her bed is India ; there she lies, a pearl : 
Between our Ilium and where she resides, 
Let it be called the wild and wandering flood ; 
Ourself the merchant ; and this sailing Pandar, 
Our doubtful hope, our convoy, and our bark. 

Alarum, Enter u3Sneas. 
jEne, How now, Prince Troilus 1 wherefore not 
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Tro, By whom, ^neas % 

Mne, Troilus, by Menelaus. 

Tro, Let Paris bleed : 't is but a scar to scorn ; 
Paris is gored with Menelaus' horn. [Alarum, 

jEne, Hark, what good sport is out of town to- 
day! 
Tro. Better at home, if * 'would I might ' were 
* may.' — 
But to the sport abroad : — are you bound thither 1 
JSne, In all swifb haste. 

Tro, Come, go we, then, together. 

[ExeurU, 

Scene IL — ^The Same. A Street 
Enter Cbessida and Alexandeb. 

Crea, Who were those went by 1 

Alex, Queen Hecuba, and Helen. 

Crea. And whither go they 1 

Alex. Up to the eastern tower, 

Whose height commands as subject all the vale, 
To see the battle. Hector, whose patience 
Is, as a virtue, fixed, to-day was moved : 
He chid Andromache, and struck his armourer ; 
And, like as there were husbandry in war. 
Before the sun rose, he was harnessed light, 
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And to the field goes he ; where every flower 
Did, as a prophet^ weep what it foresaw 
In Hector's wrath. 

Cre8, What was his cause of anger 1 

Alex. The noise goes, this : there is among the 
Greeks 
A lord of Trojan blood, nephew to Hector ; 
They call hiin Ajax. 

Cre8, Good ; and what of him % 

Alex, They say he is a very man per se. 
And stands alone. 

Cres. So do all men ; unless they are drunk, 
sick, or have no legs. 

Alex. This man, lady, hath robbed many beasts 
of their particular additions ; he is as valiant as 
the lion, churlish as the bear, slow as the elephant : 
a man into whom nature hath so crowded humours, 
that his valour is crushed into folly, his folly 
sauced with discretion : there is no man hath a 
virtue that he hath not a glimpse of; nor any man 
an attaint but he carries some stain of it. He is 
melancholy without cause, and merry against the 
hair : he hath the joints of everything ; but every- 
thing so out of joiut, that he is a gouty Briareus, 
many hands and no use ; or purblinded Argus, all 
eyes and no sight. 
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Crea. But how should this man, that makes me 
smile, make Hector angry % 

Alex. They say he yesterday coped Hector in the 
battle, and struck him down; the disdain and 
shame whereof hath ever since kept Hector fasting 
and waking. 

Ores. Who comes here 1 

Alex, Madam, your uncle PandanuL 

Enter Pandarus. 

Crea. Hector 's a gallant man. 

Aleok As may be in the world, lady. 

Pan, What' s that ? what 's that ? 

Cres, Good morrow, uncle Pandarus. 

Pan, Good morrow, cousin Cressid. What do 
you talk of ? — Qcood morrow, Alexander. — How do 
you, cousin ? When were you at Ilium 1 

Grea, This morning, uncle. 

Pom, What were you talking of, when I came 1 
Was Hector armed and gone, ere ye came to Ilium 1 
Helen was not up, was she 1 

Crea, Hector was gone ; but Helen was not up. 

Pan, E'en so : Hector was stirring early. 

Crea, That were we talking of, and of his anger. 

Pan, Wsis he angry 1 

Crea, So he says here. 
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Pan, Tnie, he was so; I know the cause too; 
he 11 lay about him to-day, I can tell them that : 
and there 's Troilus will not come far behind him. 
Let them take heed of Troilus, I can tell them that 
too. 

Crea, What, is he angry too 1 

Pan, Who, Troilus 1 Troilus is the better man 
of the two. 

Crea, O Jupiter ! there 's no comparison. 

Pan, What, not between Troilus and Hector ] 
Do you know a man if you see him ] 

Crea, Ay ; if I ever saw him before, and knew 
him. 

Pan. Well, I say, Troilus is Troilus. 

Crea, Then you say as I say ; for I am sure he 
is not Hector. 

Pan, No, nor Hector is not Troilus, in some 
degeees. 

Crea, *T is just to each of them ; he is himself. 

Pan, Himself ] Alas, poor Troilus ! I would 
he were. 
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must friend, or end : well, Troilus, well, — I would, 
my heart were in her body I — ^No, Hector is not a 
better man than Troilus. 

Ores. Excuse me. 

Pan, He is elder. 

Cres, Pardon me, pardon' me. 

Pan. The other 's not come to 't ; you shall tell 
•me another tale, when the other 's come to 't. 
Hector shall not have his wit, this year, — 

Crea, He shall not need it, if he have his own. 

Pern. Nor his qualities, — 

Cre8. No matter. 

Pan. Nor his beauty. 

Crea. 'Twould not become him ; his own 's better. 

Pan. You have no judgment, niece; Helen 
herself swore the other day, that Troilus, for a 
brown favour — for so 't is, I must confess — not 
brown neither — 

Cres. No, but brown, — 

Pan. 'Faith, to say truth, brown and not brown — 

Crea, To say the truth, true and not true — 

Pam^ She praised his complexion abo^e Paris. 

Crea. Why, Paris hath colour enough. 

Pan. So he has. 

Grea. Then Troilus should have too much: if 
she praised him above, his complexion is higher 
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than his : he having colour enough, and the other 
higher, is too flaming a praise for a good com- 
plexion. I had as lief Helenas golden tongue had 
commended Troilus for a copper nose. 

Pan, I swear to you, I think Helen loves him 
better than Paris. 

Cres, Then she 's a merry Greek, indeed. 

Pan. Nay, I am sure she does. She came to 
him the other day into the compassed window, — 
and, you know, he has not passed tliree or four 
hairs on his chin — 

Crea. Indeed, a tapster's arithmetic may soon 
bring his particulars therein to a total. 

Pan, Why, he is very young : and yet will he, 
within three pound, lift as much as his brother 
Hector. 

Crea. Is he so young a man, and so old a lifter 1 

Pan. But, to prove to you that Helen loves 
him, — she came, and puts me her white hand to 
his cloven chin, — 

Cres, Juno have mercy ! how came it cloven *? 
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Ores, 0, yes, an 't were a cloud in autumn. 

Pcm, Why, go to then. — But to prove to you 
that Helen loves Troilus, — 

Cres. Troilus will stand to the proof, if you '11 
prove it so. — 

Pan, Troilus ! why, he esteems her no more 
than I esteem an addle Qg^. 

Ores. If you love an addle egg as well as you 
love an idle head, you would eat chickens i' the 
shell- 
Pan. I cannot choose but laugh, to think how 
the tickled his chin ; — ^indeed, she has a marvellous 
white hand, I must needs confess, — 

Crea, Without the rack. — 

Pavh, And she takes upon her to spy a white 
hair on his chin. 

Cres, Alas, poor chin ! many a wart is richer. 

Pan, But there was such laughing! Queen 
Hecuba laughed, that her eyes ran o*er,— 

Cres, With millstones. — 

Pcm. And Cassandra laughed, — 

Cres, But there was more temperate fire under 
the pot of her eyes: — did her eyes run o'er 
too'?— 

Pan, And Hector laughed. 

Cres, At what was all this laughing? 
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Fan. Many, at the white hair that Helen spied 
on Troilus' chin. 

CW. An 't had been a green hair, I should have 
laughed too. 

Pan. They laughed not so much at the hair, as 
at his pretty answer. 

Cre8. What was his answer? 

Pan. Quoth she, *• Here 's but one-Mid-fifty hairs 
on your chin, and one of them is white.' 

Cres. This is her question. 

Pcm. That 's true ; make no question of thaK 
• One-and-fif ty hairs,' quoth he, *and one white: 
that white hair is my father, and all the rest are 
his sons.' — * Jupiter 1 ' quoth she, * which of these 
hairs is Paris, my husband 1' — *The forked one,' 
quoth he ; * pluck 't out, and give it him.' But 
there was such laughing! and Helen so blushed, 
and] Paris so chafed, and all the rest so laughed, 
that it passed. 

Cre8. So let it now, for it has been a great while 
going by. 

Pan. Well, cousin, I told you a thing yesterday ; 
think on't. 

Crea. So I do. 

Pcm. I '11 be sworn, 't is true ; he will weep 
you, an 't were a man bom in April. 
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Grea. And I *11 spring up in his tears, an 't were 
a nettle against May. \A retreat sounded. 

P<m. Harkl they are coming from the field. 
Shall we stand up here, and see them as they pass 
toward Ilium ? good niece, do, — sweet niece Ores- 
sida. 

Ores, At your pleasure. 

Fan. Here, here, here 's an excellent place ; 
here we may see most bravely : I '11 tell you them 
all by their names, as they pass by; but mark 
Troilus above the rest. 

Cres. Speak not so loud. 

^NEAS passes. 

Pern. That 's ^neas. Is not that a brave man) 
he 's one of the flowers of Troy, I can tell you : 
but mark Troilus ; you shall see anon. 

Antenor pct^ses, 

Cres. Who's that 1 

Fan. That's Antenor; he has a shrewd wit^ I 
can tell you ; and he 's a man good enough : he 's 
one o' the soundest judgments in Troy, whosoever, 
and a proper man of person. — When comes Troilus 1 
— I '11 show you Troilus anon ; if he see me, you 
shall see him nod at me. 
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Ores, Will he give you the nod % 

Pan, You shall see. 

Crea, If he do, the rich shall have more. 

Hector passes. 

Pan. That 's Hector, that, that, look you, that ; 
there *s a fellow ! — Go thy way. Hector. — There *s 
a brave man, niece. — O brave Hector ! — Look how 
he looks ; there 's a countenance I Is *t not a 
brave man ? 

Crea. 0, a brave man. 

Pan, Is 'a not ? It does a man's heart good : — 
look you what hacks are on his helmet ! look you 
yonder, do you see 1 look you there : there 's no 
jesting ; there 's laying on ; take 't off' who will, as 
they say : there be hacks ! 

Cres. Be those with swords? 

Pan, Swords ? anything, he cares not ; an the 
devil come to him, it 's all one : by God's lid, it 
does one *s heart good. — Yonder comes Paris ; 
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Helbnus pctases, 

Cre8. Who's that? 

Pern. That 's Helenas :— I marvel, where Troilus 
is : — that *s Helenus : — I think he went not forth 
to-day : — that 'b Helenas. 

Ores. Can Helenas fight, uncle ? 

Fcm, Helenas] no, — yes, — he II fight indifferent 
welL — I marvel, where Troilus ia — Hark I do you 
not hear the people cry, * Troilus ' 1 — Helenus is a 
priest. 

CreSs What sneaking fellow comes yonder I 

Tboilus passes, 

Fcm. Where] yonder 1 that 's Deiphobus : — ^'t is 
Troilus ! there 's a man, niece I — Hem I — Brave 
Troilus, the prince of chivalry 1 

Cres, Peace, for shame, peace I 

Farti. Mark him ; note him : — O brave Troilus 1 
— look well upon him, niece : look you, how his 
sword is bloodied, and his helm more hacked than 
Hector's ; and how he looks, and how he goes ! — 
O admirable youth ! he ne'er saw three-and-twenty. 
— Go thy way, Troilus, go thy way I — ^Had I a 
sister were a grace, or a daughter a goddess, ha 
should take his choice. O admirable man 1 
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Paris? — Paris is dirt to him; and, I urarranti 
Helen, to change^ would give an eye to boot 

Warriors pass. 

Cres. Here come more. 

Pcm, Asses, fools, dolts ! chaff and bran, chaff 
and bran ! porridge after meat 1 — I could live and 
die i* ihe eyes of Troilus. — ^Ne'er look, ne'er look ; — 
the eagles are gone : crows and daws, crows and 
daws! — ^I had rather be such a man as Troilus 
than Agamemnon and all Greece. 

Cres. There is among the Greeks Achilles, a 
better man than Troilus. 

Fan. Achilles ! a drayman, a porter, a very camel 

Cres. WeU, well 1 

Pan. Well, well I — ^Why, have you any discre- 
tion 1 have you any eyes 1 Do yon know what a 
man is? Is not birth, beauty, good shape, dis- 
course, manhood, learning, gentleness, virtue, youth, 
liberality, and so forth, the spice and salt tiiat 
season a man ? 

Cres. Ay, a minced man : and then to be bc^ed 
with no date in the pie, — for then the man's 
date 's out 

Fan, You are such a woman ! one knows not at 
what ward you lia 
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Crea, Upon my back, to defend my belly ; upon 
my witj to defend my wiles ; upon my secrecy, to 
defend mine honesty; my mask, to defend my 
beauty ; and you, to defend all these : and at all 
these wards I lie, at a thousand watches. 

Pcm, Say one of your watches. 

Crea. Nay, I'll watch you for that ; and that* s 
one of the chiefest of them too : if I cannot ward 
what I would not have hit> I can watch you for 
telling how I took the blow ; unless it swell past 
hiding, and then it's past watching. 

Pcm. You are such another I 

Enter Tboilus' Boy, 

Boy. Sir, my lord would instantly speak with 
you. 

Pan. Where? 

Boy, A.t your own house, there he unarms him. 

Pan, Good boy, tell him I come. [Exit Boy, 

I doubt he be hurt. — Fare ye well, good nieca 

Crea. Adieu, uncle. 

Pan. I '11 be with you, niece, by-and-by. 

Crea. To bring, uncle ? 

Paifh. Ajf a token from Troilus. 

Crea. By the same token — ^you are a bawd. — 

[Exit Pandabub* 
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Words, vows, gifts, tears, and love's full sacrifice, 

He offers in another's enterprise : 

But more in Troilus thousand-fold I see 

Than in the glass of Pandar's praise may be ; 

Yet hold I off Women are angels, wooing : 

TEings won are done, joy's soul dies in the doing : 

That She beloved knows nought that knows not 

this, — 
Men prize the thing ungained more than it is : 
That She was never yet that ever knew 
Love got so sweet as when desire did sue. 
Therefore this maxim out of love I teach, — 
Achievement is command ; ungained, beseech : 
Then though my heart's content firm love doth bear, 
Nothing of that shall from mine eyes appear. [Exit, 



ScBNB IIL — The Grecian Camp. Before 
Agamemnon's Tent. 

Sermet. Enter Agamemnon, Nestor, Ulysses, 
Menelaus, and otJisrs. 

Agam. Princes, 
What grief hath set the jaundice on your cheeks I 
The ample proposition that hope makes 
In all designs begun on earth below 
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Fails in the promised largeness : checks and 

disasters 
Grow in the veins of actions highest reared ; 
As knots, by the conflux of meeting sap. 
Infect the sound pine and divert his grain 
Tortive and errant from his course of growth. 
Nor, princes, is it matter new to us, • 
That we come short of our suppose so far, 
That, after seven years* siege, yet Troy walls stand J 
Sith every action that hal^ gone before 
Whereof we have record, trial did draw 
Bias and thwart, not answering the aim 
And that unbodied figure of the thought 
That gave't surmis^ shape. Why then, yoa 

princes. 
Do you with cheeks abashed behold our wrecks 
And think them shames, which are, indeed, nought 

else 
But the protractive trials of great Jove 
To find persistive constancy in men ? 
The fineness of which metal is not found 
In fortune's love ; for then the bold and coward, 
The wise and fool, the artist and unread. 
The hard and soft, seem all affined and kin : 
But, in the wind and tempest of her frown, 
Distinction, with a broad and powerful &n. 
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Puffing at all, winnows the light away; 
And what hath mass or matter, by itself 
lies rich in virtue and unmingl^. 

Nest, With due observance of thy godlike seat, 
Great Agamemnon, Nestor shall apply 
Thy latest words. In the reproof ^of chance 
lies the true proof of men : the sea being smooth, 
How many shallow bauble boats dare sail 
Upon her patient breast, making their way 
With those of nobler bulk 1 
But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage 
The gentle Thetis, and, anon, behold 
The strong-ribbed bark through liquid mountains 

cut, 
Bounding between the two moist elements, 
like Perseus' horse : where 's then the saucy boat, 
Whose weak untimbered sides but even now 
Co-rivalled greatness ] either to harbour fled. 
Or made a toast for Neptune. Even so 
Doth valour's show and valour's worth divide 
In storms of fortune : for in her ray and brightness 
The herd hath more annoyance by the brize 
Than by the tiger ; but when the splitting wind 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted oaks. 
And flies fled under shade, why, then the thing of 

courage, 
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As roused^with rage, with rage doth sympathise, 
And with an accent tuned in selfsame key 
Retorts to chiding fortune. 

Ulyss, Agamemnon, — 

Thou great commander, nerve* and bone of Greece^ 
Heart of our numbers, soul and holy spirit, 
In whom the tempers and the minds of all 
Should be shut up, — ^hear what Ulysses speaka. 
Besides the applause and approbation 
The which, — \to Agamemnon] most mighty for thy 

place and sway, — 
[To Nestor] And thou most reverend for thy 

stretched-out life, — 
I give to both your speeches, which were such 
As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece 
Should hold up high in brass ; and such again. 
As venerable Nestor, hatched in silver, 
Should with a bond of air strong as the axle-tree 
On which heaven rides knit all the Greekish ears 
To his experienced tongue, — ^yet let it please both. 
Thou great, — and wise, — ^to hear UlyBses speak. 
Agam. Speak, Prince of Ithaca j and be 't of less 

expect 
That matter needless of importless burden 
Divide thy lips, than we are confident 
When rank Thersites opes his mastiff jaws 
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We shall hear music, wit, and oracle. 

Ulyaa, Troy, yet upon his basis, had been down, 
And the great Hector's sword had lacked a master, 
But for these instances : 
The specialty of rule hath been neglected : 
And, look, how many Grecian tents do stand 
Hollow on this plain so many hollow factions. 
When that the general is not like the hive 
To whom the foragers shall all repair, 
What honey is expected 1 Degree being vizarded, 
The unworthiest shows as fairly in the mask. 
The heavens themselves, the planets, and this 

centre. 
Observe degree, priority, and place, 
Insisture, course, proportion, season, form, 
Office, and custom, in all line of order : 
And therefore is the glorious planet Sol 
In noble eminence enthroned and sphered 
Amidst the other ; whose med'cinable eye 
Corrects the ill asp^ts of planets evil. 
And posts, like the commandment of a king, 
Sans check, to good and bad : but when the planets, 
In evil mixture, to disorder wander, 
What plagues, and what portents, what mutiny. 
What ragiiig of the sea, shaking of earth, 
Commotion in the winds, frights, changes, horrors, 
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Divert and crack, rend and deracinate 

The unity and married calm of states 

Quite from their fixure ! O, when degree is shaked. 

Which is the ladder to all high designs, 

The enterprise is sick. How could communities. 

Degrees in schools and brotherhoods in cities, 

Peaceful commerce from dividable shores, 

The primc^nitj and due of birth. 

Prerogative of age, crowns, sceptres, laurels, 

But by degree, stand in authentic place I 

Take but degree away, untune that string, 

And, hark, what discord follows 1 each thing meets 

In mere oppugnancy : the bounded waters 

Should lift their bosoms higher than the shores, 

And make a sop of all this solid globe : 

Strength should be lord of imbecility. 

And the rude son should strike his father dead : 

Force should be right; or, rather, right and 

wrong — 
Between whose endless jar justice resides — 
Should lose their names, and so should justice too. 
Then everjrthing includes itself in power, 
Power into will, will into appetite ; 
And appetite, an universal wolf, 
So doubly seconded with will and power, 
Must make perforce an universal prey, 



y Google 



y Google 



58 TBOILUS Aim CBESSIDA. [AotL 

Which, slanderer, he imitation calls — 

He pageants us. Sometime, great Agamemnon, 

Thy topless deputation he puts on ; 

And, like a strutting player, — whose conceit 

Lies in his hamstring, and doth think it rich 

To hear the wooden dialogue and sound 

'Twixt his stretched footing and the scaffoldage,— 

Such to-be-pitied and o'er-wrested seeming 

He acts thy greatness in : and when he speaks, 

'T is like a chime a-mending ; with terms un- 

squared 
Which from the tongue of roaring Typhon dropped 
Would seem hyperboles. At this fusty stuff 
The large Achilles, on his pressed bed lolling. 
From his deep chest laughs out a loud applause ; 
Cries — * Excellent 1 — ^'t is Agamemnon just. 
Now play me Nestor ; — ^hem, and stroke thy beard, 
As he, being drest to some oration.' 
That 's done ; as near as the extremest ends 
Of parallels ; — as like as Vulcan and his wife : 
Yet good Achilles still cries, * Excellent ! 
'T is Nestor right I Now play him me, Patroclus, 
Arming to answer in a night alarm.' 
And then, forsooth, the faint defects of age 
Must be the scene of mirth ; to cough and spit^ 
And with a palsy-fumbling on his gorget 
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Shake in and out the rivet :— and at this sporty 
Sir Valour dies ; cries, * O ! — enough, Patroclus ; 
Or give me ribs of steel ! I shall split all 
In pleasure of my spleen/ And in this fashion. 
All our abilities, gifts, natures, shapes, 
Severals and generals of grace exact, 
Achievements, plots, orders, preventions, 
Excitements to the field, or speech for truce, 
Success or loss, what is or is not, serves 
As stuff for these two to make paradoxes. 

Neat And in the imitation of these twain— 
Who, as Ulysses says, opinion crowns 
With an imperial voice — many are infect. 
Ajax is grown self-willed; and bears his head 
In such a rein, in full as proud a pace 
As broad Achilles ; keeps his tent like him ; 
Makes factious feasts ; rails on our state of war. 
Bold as an oracle ; and sets Thersites — 
A slave whose gall coins slanders like a mint- 
To match us in comparisons with dirt. 
To weaken and discredit our exposure, 
How rank soever rounded in with danger. 

Ulyaa, They tax our policy, and call it cowardice ; 
Count wisdom as no member of the war ; 
Forestall prescience, and esteem no act 
But that of hand : the still and mental parts 
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That do contiiYe how many hands shall strike 
When fitness calls them on, and know, by measure 
Of their observant toil, the enemies* weight, 
Why, this hath not a finger's dignity : 
They call this bed- work, mappery, closet-war ; 
So that the ram that batters down the wall, 
For the great swing and rudeness of his poise, 
They place before his hand that made the engine^ 
Or those that with the fineness of their souls 
By reason guide his execution. 

NeU, Let this be granted, and Achilles' horso 
Makes many Thetis' sons. \A ttusket 

Agam, What trumpet f look, Menelaoa 

Men. From Troy. 

JBfUer M^EAS. 

Agam, What would you 'fore our tent t 

JSne, Is this great Agamemnon's tent, I pray 
you! 

Agam. Even this. 

jEne. May one, that is a herald and a prince, 
Do a fair message to his kingly ears ? 

Agam, With surety stronger than Achilles' arm, 
Tore all the Greekish heads which with one voice 
Call Agamemnon head and generaL 

jEne, Fair leave, ard large security. How may 
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Agam. What 's your affair, I pray you 1 

jEne. Sir, pardon, 'tis for Agamemnon's ears. 

Agam, He hears nought privately that comes 
from Troy. 

Mm, Nor I from Troy came not to whisper 
him : 
I bring a trumpet to awake his ear ; 
To set his sense on the attentive bent^ 
And then to speak. 

Agam,, Speak frankly as the wind ; 

It is not Agamemnon's sleeping hour : 
That thou shalt know, Trojan, he is awake, 
He tells thee so himself. 

JEiM. Trumpet, blow loud, 

Send thy brass voice through all these lazy tents ; 
And every Greek of mettle, let him know, 
What Troy means fairly shall be spoke aloud. 

We have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy 

A prince called Hector, — Priam is his father,— 

Who in this dull and long-continued truce 

Is rusty grown : he bade me take a trumpet, 

And to this purpose speak. — ^Kings, princes, lords I 

If there be one among the fair'st of Greece, 

That holds his honour higher than his ease ; 

That seeks his praise more.thanlhe fears^his peril ; 
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That knows his valour, and knows not his fear ; 
That loves his mistress more than in confession 
With truant vows to her own lips he loves, 
And dare avow her beauty and her worth 
In other arms than hers, — ^to him this challenge : 
Hector, in view of Trojans and of Greeks, 
Shall make it good, or do his best to do it. 
He hath a lady, wiser, fairer, truer, 
Than ever Greek did compass in his arms ; 
And will to-morrow with his trumpet call, 
Midway between your tents and walls of Troy, 
To rouse a Grecian that is true in love : 
If any come, Hector shall honour him ; 
If none, he 11 say in Troy, when he retires, 
The Grecian dames are sun-burnt, and not worth 
The splinter of a lance. Even so much. 

Agam, This shall be told our lovers. Lord ^neas ; 
If none of them have soul in such a kind, 
We left them all at home : but we are soldiers; 
And may that soldier a mere recreant prove^ 
That means not, hath not, or is not in love I 
If then one is, or hath, or means to be. 
That one meets Hector ; if none else, I am he. 

Neat, Tell him of Nestor, one that was a man 
When Hector's grandsire sucked : he is old now ; 
But if there be not in our Grecian host 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



64 TBOILI7S AJSTD CBESSIDA. [lot I. 

One noble man that hath one spark of fire 
To answer for his lore, tell him from me, 
1 11 hide my silver beard in a gold beayer. 
And in mj vantbraoe put this withered brawn ; 
And, meeting him, will tell him, that my lady 
Was fairer than his grandam, and as chaste 
As may be in the world. His youth in flood, 
I '11 prove this truth, with my three drops of blood. 

jEne. Now heavens forbid such scarcity of 
youth I 

Uly8», Amen. 

Aganu Fair Lord iEneas, let me touch your 
hand; 
To our pavilion shall I lead you,^ sir, 
Achilles shall have word of this intent ; 
So shall each lord of Greece, from tent to tent ; 
Yourself shall feast with us before you go, 
And And the welcome of a noble foa 

[ExeturU all hut Ultssbs cmd Nbstok. 

Ulyas, Nestor, — 

NeaU What says Ulysses 1 

Ulysa, I have a young conception in my brain ; 
Be you my Time to bring it to some shape. 

Neat. What is 't1 

Ulyss. This 'tis:— 
Blunt wedges rive hard knots : the seeded pride^ 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Scene 8.] TBOELTTS AND CSBSSIDA. 65 

rhat hath to this maturity blown up 
In rank Achilles must or now be cropped, 
Or, shedding, breed a nursery of like evil, 
To overbtdk us alL 

Nest. Well, and how 1 

Ulysa. This challenge that the gallant Hector 
sends, 
However it is spread in general name, 
Belates in purpose only to Achilles. 

Nest The purpose is perspicuous even as sub- 
stance 
Whose groBsness little characters sum up : 
And, in the publication, make no strain 
But that Achilles, were his brain as barren 
As banks of Libya — though, Apollo knows, 
'Tis dry enough — will, with great speed of judg- 
ment. 
Ay, with celerity, find Hector's purpose 
Pointing on him, 

Ulyss, And wake him to the answer, think youl 

Nest. Yes, it is most meet : who may you else 
oppose 
That can from Hector bring his honour off. 
If not Achilles 1 Though 't be a sportful combat, 
Yet in the trial much opinion dwells ; 
For here the Trojans taste our dear'st repute 
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With their fin'st palate : and trust to me, Ulysses, 

Our imputation shall be oddly poised 

In this wild action ; for the success, 

Although particular, shall give a scantling 

Of good or had unto the general ; 

And in such indexes, although small pricks 

To their subsequent volumes, there is seen 

The baby figure of the giant mass 

Of things to come at large. It is supposed. 

He that meets Hector issues from our choice : 

And choice, being mutual act of all our souls. 

Makes merit her election ; and doth boil 

As 't were from fortli us all a man distilled 

Out of her virtues ; who miscarrying, 

Wliat heart receives from hence the conquering 

part, 
To steel a strong opinion to themselves? 
Which entertained, limbs are his instruments, 
In no less working than are swords and bows 
Directive by the limbs. 

Ulifss. Give pardon to my spooch ; — 
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That ever Hector and Achilles meet ; 

For both our honour and our shame in this, 

Are dogged with two strange followers. 

NesU I see them not with my old eyes : what 
are they 1 

Ulysa, What glory our Achilles shares from 
Hector, 
Were he not proud, we all should wear with him : 
But he already is too insolent ; 
And we were better parch in Afric sun 
Than in the pride and salt scorn of his eyes. 
Should he 'scape Hector fair : if he were foiled, 
Why, then we did our main opinion crush 
In taint of our best man. No ; make a lottery ; 
And, by device, let blockish Ajax draw 
The sort to fight with Hector : 'mong ourselves, 
Give him allowance as the worthier man. 
For that will physic the great Myrmidon 
Who broils in loud applause, and make him fall 
His crest that prouder th.an blue Iris bends. 
If the dull brainless Ajax come safe ofi^ 
We '11 dress him up in voices : if he fail. 
Yet go we under our opinion still 
That we have better men. But, hit or miss, 
Our project's life this shape of sense assumes,— 
Ajax employed, plucks down Achilles' plumea 
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Nest. Ulysses, 
Now I begin to relish thy advioe; 
And I will give a taste of it forthwith 
To Agamemnon : go we to him straight. 
Two curs shall tame each other : pride alone 
Must tarre the Tnaatiflfs on, as 't were their bone. 

\Exewni. 



ACT n. 

ScBNB L — Another Part of the Grecian Oamp. 
ErUer Ajaz and Thebsites. 

Ajttoc Thersites, — 

Ther, Agamemnon — ^how if he had boils, — ^fiill, 
all over, generally 1 — 

Ajax. Thersites! 

Titer. And those boils did run 1 — Say so, — did 
not the general run then % were not that a botohy 
core? — 

AjoM, Dog! 

Ther. Then would come some matter from him ; 
I see none now. 

Ajotx. Thou bitch-wolfs son, canst thou not 
hear 1 Feel then. [Beating hinL, 
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Ther. The plague of Greece upon thee, thou 
mongrel beef-witted lord I 

Ajax, Speak then, thou unsalted leaven, speak : 
I will beat thee into handaomeneas. 

Ther. I shall sooner rail thee into wit and holir 
ness : but, I think, thy horse will sooner oon an 
oration than thou learn a prayer without book. 
Thou canst strike, canst thou? a red murrain o' 
thy jade's tricks I 

AjcBic Toadstool, learn me the proclamation ! 

Thar. Dost thou think I haye no sense, thou 
strikest me thusi 

Ajaaa. The proclamation ! 

Ther, Thou art proclaimed a fool, I think, 

Ajaac. Do not, porpentine, do not : my fingera 
itch. 

Th&r. I would, thou didst itch from head to foot, 
and I had the scratching of thee ; I would make 
thee the loathsomest scab in Greece, When thou art 
forth in the incursions, thou strikest as slow as 
another. 

Ajaac I say, the proclamation I 

Ther, Thou grumblest and railest every hour on 
> Achilles ; and thou art as full of envy at his great- 
ness, as Cerberus is at Proserpina's beauty, ay, that 
thou barkest at him. ^ 
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Ajax, Mistress Thersites ! 

Ther. Thau shouldst strike him, 

Ajax. Cobloaf ! 

Ther. He would pun thee into shivers with his 
fist, as a sailor breaks a biscuit. 

Ajaos, You whoreson cur I [Beating him, 

Ther. Do, do. 

Ajax. Thou stool for a witch ! 

Ther. Ay, do, do ; thou sodden-witted lord ! thou 
hast no more brain than I have in mine" elbows ; 
an assinico may tutor thee: thou scurvy-valiant 
ass ! thou art here but to thrash Trojans ; and 
thou art bought and sold among those of any wit, 
like a barbarian slave. If thou use to b^at me, I 
will begin at thy heel, and tell what thou art by 
inches, thou thing of no bowels, thou !* 

Ajax. You dog ! 

Ther. You scurvy lord \ 

Ajax. You cur I [Beating him. 

Ther, Mars his idiot ! do, rudeness ; do, camel, 
do, do. 

Enter Achilles and Patboclus. 

AchiL Why, how now, Ajax 1 wherefore do you 
thus? 
How now, Thersites *? what*s the matter, man 1 
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Ther, You see him there, do you ? 

AchiL Ay ; what 's the matter? 

Ther. 'Nsij, look upon him, 

AchU. So I do : what 's the matter 1 

Ther. Nay, but regard him well. 

AchU. Well ! why, so I do. 

I7ier. But yet you look not well upon him ; for 
whosoever you take him to be, he is Ajax. 

AchU. I know that, fool. 

Ther. Ay, but that fool knows not himselt 

Ajax. Therefore I beat thee. 

Ther. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he 
utters ! his evasions have ears thus long. I have 
bobbed his brain more than he has beat my bones : 
I will buy nine sparrows for a penny, and his pta 
iwafer is not worth the ninth part of a sparrow. 
This lord, Achilles, — Ajax, who wears his wit in 
his belly, and his guts in his head, — I '11 tell you 
what I say of him. 

AchU. What? 

Ther. I say, this Ajax — 

[Ajax offers to strike him^ Achilles 

interposes, 

AchU. Nay, good Ajax. 

Ther. Has not so much wit — 

AchU. Nay, I must hold you. 
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Ther, As will stop the eye of Helen's needle, for 
whom he comes to light 

Achil, Peace, fool ! 

Ther, I would have peace and quietness, but the 
fool will not : he there ; that he, look you, there. 

Ajax, O thou damned cur ! I shall — 

AchU. "Will you set your wit to a fool's? 

Ther, No, I warrant you; for a fool's will 
Shame it. 

Pair. Good words, Thersites. 

Achil What *3 the quarrel 1 

Ajoxc. I bade the vile owl go learn me the tenor 
of the proclamation, and he rails upon me^ 

^A^. I serve thee not 

Ajam. Well, go to, go to. 

Ther. I serve here voluntary. 

Achih Your last service was sufferance, 't was 
not voluntary ; no man is beaten voluntary : Ajaz 
was here the voluntary, and you as under an im- 



Ther. E'en so;~a great deal of your wit too 
lies in your sinews, or else there be liars. Hector 
shall have a great catch, if he knock out either of 
your brains : 'a were as good crack a fusty nut 
with no kernel. 

Achil. What, with me too, Thersites 1 
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Ther. There 's Ulysses, and old Nestor, — ^whose 
wit was mouldy ere your grandsires had nails on 
their toes,— yoke you like draught-oxen, and make 
you plough up the wars. 

Aehil What? what? 

Ther, Yes, good sooth : to, Achilles ! to, Ajax * 
to! 

Ajax, I shall out out your tongue. 

Ther, 'T is no matter ; I shall speak as much aa 
thou, afterwards. 

Pair, No more words, Thersites, peace ! 

Ther, I will hold my peace when Achilles' brach 
bids me, shall I ? 

AchiL, There 's for you, Patroclus. 

Hier, I will see you hanged, like clotpoles, 
ere I come any more to your tents : I will keep 
where there is wit stirring, and leave the faction 
of fools. [Exit, 

Patr, A good riddance. 

AchU, Marry, this, sir, is proclaimed through 
all our host : — 
That Hector, by the fifth hour of the sun, 
Will, with a trumpet, 'twixt our tents and 

Troy, 
To-morrow morning call some knight to arms 
That hath a stomach ; and such a one that dare 
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Maintain — I know not what : 't is trash. Fare- 
well. 
Ajax. Farewell. Who shall answer him ? 
Achil, I know not, — it is put to lottery ; other- 
wisd, 
He knew his man. 

[Exeunt Achilles and Patroclus. 

Ajax. O, meaning you. — I will go learn more 

of it. [Exit 



ScENB II. — ^Troy. A Room in Priam's Palace. 

ErUer Priam, Hector, Troilus, Paris, and 
Helenus. 

Pri. After so many hours, lives, speeches spent, 
Thus once again says Nestor from the Greeks : 
* Deliver Helen, and aU damage else— 
As honour, loss of time, travail, expense. 
Wounds, friends, and what else dear that is con- 
sumed 
In hot digestion of this cormorant war — 
Shall be struck off.' — Hector, what say you to'tl 

Hect, Though no man lesser fears the Greeks 
than I 
As far as toucheth my particular, yet 
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Dread Priam, 

There is no lady a£ more softer bowels. 
More spungy to suck in the sense of fear, 
More ready to cry out, * Who knows what follows 1 ' 
Than Hector is. The wound of peace is surety 
Surety secure ; but modest doubt is called 
The beacon of the wise, the tent that searches 
To the bottom of the worst. Let Helen go ; 
Since the first sword was drawn about this question. 
Every tithe soul 'mongst many thousand dismes 
Hath been as dear as Helen, — I mean, of ours : 
If we have lost so many tenths of ours 
To guard a thing not ours, nor worth to us, 
Had it our name, the value of one ten, — 
What merit 's in that reason which denies 
The yielding of her up 1 

Tro. Fie, fie, my brother I 

Weigh you the worth and honour of a king 
So great as our dread father in a scale 
Of common ounces 1 will you with counters sum 
The vast proportion of his infinite % 
And buckle in a waist most fathomless 
With spans and inches so diminutive 
As fears and reasons ) fie, for godly shame t 

Eel. No marvel, though you bite so sharp at 
reasons, 
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You are so empty of them. Should not our faUier 
Bear the great sway of fak B&irs with reasons, 
Because your speech hath none that tells him so 1 
Tro. Ton are for dreams and slumbers, brother 

priest; 
You fur your gloves with reason. Here are your 

reasons : 
You know, an enemy intends you harm ; 
You know, a sword employed is perilous; 
And reason flies the object of all harm. 
Who marrels then, when Helenus beholds 
A Grecian and his sword, if he do set 
The very wings of reason to his heels. 
And fly like chidden Mercury from Jove, 
Or like a star disorbed !^Nay, if we talk of 

reason. 
Let's shut our gates and sleep: manhood and 

honour 
Should have hare^hearts, would they but fat their 

thoughts 
With this crammed reason : reason and respect 
Make livers pale and lu^tihood deject. 
Hect Brother, she is not worth what she doth 

cost 
Ike holding. 

Tro, What is aught but as 't la valued t 
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EecU But value dwells not in particular will ; 
It holds his estimate and dignity 
As well wherein 't is precious of itself 
As in the prizer. 'T is mad idolatry 
To make the service greater than the god ; 
And the will dotes, that is inclinable 
To what infectiously itself affects, 
Without some image of the affected merit 

Tro. I take to-day a wife, and my election 
Ts led on in the conduct of my will : 
My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears, 
Two traded pilots 'twixt the "dangerous shores 
Of will and judgment : how may I avoid. 
Although my will distaste what it elected, 
The wife I chose ] there can be no evasion 
To blench from this, and to stand firm by honour. 
We turn not back the silks upon the merchant. 
When we have soiled them ; nor the remainder 
viands 
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And, for an old aunt whom the Greeks held 

captive, 
He brought a Grecian queen whose youth and 

freshness 
Wrinkles Apollo, and makes stale the morning. 
Why keep we her? the Grecians keep our aunt. 
Is she worth keeping ? why, she is a pearl, 
Whose price hath launched above a thousand 

ships. 
And turned crowned kings to merchants. 
If you '11 avouch 't was wisdom Paris went — 
As you must needs, for you all cried — *Go, Go' — 
If you '11 confess he brought home noble prize — 
As you must needs, for you all clapped your hands, 
And cried — * Inestimable ! * — why do you now 
The issue of your proper wisdoms rate. 
And do a deed that fortune never did. 
Beggar the estimation which you i)rized 
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Cos, [Within.'] Cry, Trojans 1 
Hect, It is Cassandra. 

ErUer Cassandra, raving. 

Cos. Cry, Trojans, cry 1 lend me ten thousand 
eyes, 
And I will fill them with prophetic tears. 

HecU Peace, sister, peace 1 

Cob, Virgins and boys, mid-age and wrinkled 
eld, 
Soft infancy, that nothing canst but cry. 
Add to my clamours ! let us pay betimes 
A moiety of that mass of moan to come. 
Cry, Trojans, cry ! practise your eyes with tears I 
Troy must not be, nor goodly Ilion stand ; 
Our firebrand brother, Paris, bums us alL 
Cry, Trojans, cry ! a Helen and a woe 1 
Cry, cry ! Troy bums, or else let Helen go. [Eodt. 

Hect Now, youthful Troilus, do not these high 
strains 
Of divination in our sister work 
Some touches of remorse 1 or is your blood 
So madly hot^ that no discourse of reason 
Nor fear of bad success in a bad cause 
Can qualify the same % 

Tro. Why, brother Hector, 
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We may not think tbe justness of each act 
Such and no other than event doth form it ; 
Nor once deject the courage of our minds 
Because Cassandra 's mad : her brain-sick raptures 
Cannot distaste the goodness of a quarrel 
Which hath our several honours all engaged 
To make it gracioua For my private part, 
I am no more touched than all Priam's sons ; 
And Jove forbid there should be done amongst us 
Such things as might offend the weakest spleen 
To fight for and maintain. 

Par. Else might the world convince of levity 
As well my undertakings as youi* counsels ; 
£ut^ I attest the gods, your full consent 
Gave wings to my propension, and cut off 
All fears attending on so dire a project : 
For what, alas, can these my single arms ? 
What propugnation is in one man's valour, 
To stand the push and enmity of those 
This quarrel would excite ? Yet> I protest. 
Were I alone to pass the difficulties, 
And had as ample power as I have will, 
Pajris should ne'er retract what he hath done, 
Nor faint in t^e pursuit. 

Pri. Paris, you speak 

Like one besotted on your sweet delights : 
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Tou have the honey still, bat l^ese ^e gall; 
So to be valiaQt ia no praise at alL 

Par. Sir, I propose not merely to myself 
The pleasures such a beauty brings with it ; 
But I would have the soil of her fair rape 
Wiped off in honourable keeping her. 
What treason were it to the ransacked queen, 
Disgrace to your great worths, and shame to me, 
Now to deliver her possession up, 
On terms of base compulsion 1 Can it be^ 
That so degenerate a strain as this 
Should once set footing in your generous bosoms t 
There 's not the meanest spirit on our party 
Without a heaxt to dare or sword to draw^ 
When Helen is defended ; nor none so noble, 
Whose life were ill bestowed, or death unfamed. 
Where Helen is the subject : then, I say, 
Well may we fight for her whom, we know well, 
The world's laige spaces cannot parallel 

Hect, Paris, and Troilus, you have both said 
well; 
And on the cause and question now in hand 
Havo glozed, — ^but superficially ; not much 
Unlike young men, whom Aristotle thought 
Unfit to hear moral philosophy. 
The reasons you allege do more conduce 
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To the hot passion of distempered blood 
Than to make up a free determination 
'Twixt right and wrong; for pleasure and re- 
venge 
Have ears more deaf than adders to the voice 
Of any true decision. Nature craves 
All dues be rendered to their owners : now 
What nearer debt in all humanity 
Than wife is to the husband 1 If this law 
Of nature be corrupted through affection, 
And that great minds, of partial indulgence 
To their benumbed wills, resist the same, 
Tliere is a law in each well-ordered nation 
To curb those raging appetites that are 
Most disobedient and refractory. 
If Helen then be wife to Sparta's king, 
As it is known she is, these moral laws 
Of nature and of nation speak aloud 
To have her back returned ; thus to persist 
In doing wrong extenuates not wrong. 
But makes it much more heavy. Hector's opinion 
Is this, in way of truth : yet> nevertheless. 
My spritely brethren, I propend to you 
In resolution to keep Helen still ; 
For 't is a cause that hath no mean dependance 
Upon our joint and several dignities. 
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Tro. Why, there you touched the life of our 
design : 
Were it not glory that we more affected 
Than the performance of our heaving spleens, 
I would not wish a drop of Trojan blood 
Spent more in her defence. But, worthy Hector, 
She is a theme of honour and renown, 
A spur to valiant and magnanimous deeds 
Whose present courage may beat down our foes, 
And fame in time to come canonise us : 
For, I presume, brave Hector would not lose 
So rich advantage of a promised glory 
As smiles upon the forehead of this action, 
For the wide world's revenue. 

Hect I am yours, 

You valiant offspring of great Priamus. — 
I have a roisting challenge sent amongst 
The dull and factious nobles of the Greeks 
Will strike amazement to their drowsy spirits. 
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Scene III. — The Grecian Camp. Before 

Achilles' Tent. 

ErUer Thebsites, 

Ther. lELosr now, Thersitesi what, lost in the 
labyrinth of thy fury \ Shall the elephant Aj«x 
carry it thos % he beatfl me, and I rail at him : 
worthy satisfaction ! would, it were otherwise, that 
I could beat him, whilst he railed at me : 'sfoot, 
I '11 leam to conjure and raise devils, but 1 11 see 
some issue of my spiteful exe<a:ations. Then, there *z 
Achilles, — a rare enginer. If Troy be not taken till 
these two undermine it, the walls will stand till 
they fall of themselves. O thou great thunder- 
darter of Olympus, forget that thou art Jove the 
king of gods ; and, Mercury, lose all the serpentine 
craft of thy caduceus ; if ye take not that little 
little, less'than-little wit from them that they have ! 
which short^timed ignorance itself knows is so 
abundant scarce, it will not in circumv^ition de- 
liver a fly from a spider without drawing their 
massy irons and cutting the web. After this, the 
vengeance on the whole camp ! or rather, the bone- 
ache, for that, methinks, is the curse dependant on 
those that war for a placket. I have said my 
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prajers ; and the devil Envy, say Amen. What, 
ho I my Lord Achilles ! 

Enter Pateoolus 

Pair. Who's there? Hiersitesl Good Ther- 
Bites, come in and rail. 

Ther. If I could have remembered a gilt oonnter- 
feit, thou wouldst not have slipped out of my con- 
templation ; but it is no matter : thyself upon thy- 
self 1 The common curse of mankind, folly and 
ignorance, be iMne in great revenue ! heaven bless 
thee from a tutor, and discipline come not near 
theel Let thy blood be thy direction till thy 
death I then, if she that lays thee out says thoii 
art a fair corse, 1*11 be sworn and sworn upon't 
she never shrouded any but lazars. Amen. — 
Where's Achilles 1 

PaJb'. What^ art thou devout? wast thou in 
prayer 1 

Ther. Ay ; the heavens hear me ! 

SntW AOHILLBS. 

AfM. Who's there? 
PeOr. Tliersites, my lord. 
AchH. Where, where? — Art thou come? Why, 
my cheese, my digestion, why hast thou not served 
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thyself in to my table so many meals 1 Come, — 
what 's Agamemnon 1 

Ther. Thy commander, Achilles. — Then tell me, 
Patroclus, what 's Achilles 1 

Pair. Thy lord, Thersites. Then tell me, 1 pray 
thee, what's thyself] 

Ther, Thy knower, Patroclus. Then tell me, 
Patroclus, what art thou ] 

PaPr. Thou may'st tell that knowest 

AchU. O I tell, teU. 

Ther, 1 11 decline the whole question : — ^Aga- 
memnon commands Achilles ; Achilles is my lord ; 
I am Patroclus' knower ; and Patroclus is a fool 

Pair, You rascal I 

Ther, Peace, fool 1 I have not aone. 

Achil, He is a privileged man. — Proceed, 
Thersites. 

Ther, Agamemnon is a fool ; Achilles is a fool ; 
Thersites is a fool ; and, as aforesaid, Patroclus is 
a f ooL 

AchU, Derive this, come. 

Ther, Agamemnon is a fool to offer to command 
Achilles ; Achilles is a fool to be commanded of 
Agamemnon ; Thersites is a fool to serve such a 
fool ; and Patroclus is a fool positive. 

Pat/r, Whyamlafooll 
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Ther. Make that demand to the Creator. It 
suffices me_thou art Look you, who comes here t 

ErUer Agamemnon, Ulysses, Kestor, Diomedes, 
and Ajax. 

Achtl. Patroclus, I ^11 speak with nobody. — Come 
in with me, Thersites. [Exit 

Ther, Here is such patchery, such juggling, and 
such knavery! All the argument is, a cuckold 
and a whore; a good quarrel, to draw emulous 
factions and bleed to death upon. Now, the dry 
serpigo on the subject, and war and lechery con- 
found all ! [Exit 

Agam. Where 's Achilles ] 
' Pair. Within his tent ; but ill-disposed, my lord. 

Agam, Let it be known to him that we are here. 
He shent our messengers ; and we lay by 
Our appertainments, visiting of him ; 
Let him be told so ; lest, perchance, he think 
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maj call it melaacholy, if jou will figbvour the man ; 
bat» by mj head, 'tis pride : but why) why9 let 
him show us a cause. — A word, my lord. 

[Takmg Agambmnon aside, 

Neat, What moves Ajax thus to bay at him ? 

Ulyse, Achilles hath inveigled his fool from him. 

iTw^.'.Whol Thersites? . 

Ulysa. Ha 

Ifest Then will Ajax lack matter if he hare 
lost his argument 

* Ulyee. No, you see, he is his argument that has 
his argument, — Achilles. 

I^est. All the better ; their fraction is more our 
wish than their faction : but it was a strong com- 
posure, a fool could disunite. 

Ulyae. The amity that wisdom knits not, fdly 
may easily imtia Here comes Patroclus. 

Nest. No Achilles with him ) 

Ulyss, The elephant hath joints, but none for 

courtesy: his legs are legs for necessity, not for 

flexure. 

Me-enter Patroclus. 

Fair, Achilles bids me say, he is much sorry 
If anything more than your sport and pleasure 
Did move your greatness and this noble state 
To call upon him ; he hopes it is no other 
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But, for your health and your digestion sake, 
An after-dinner*s breath. 

Agam. Hear you, Patroclus. 

We are too well acquainted with these answers ; 
But his evasion, winged thus swift with scorn. 
Cannot outfly our apprehensions. 
Much attribute he hath, and much the reason 
Why we ascribe it to hiui ; yet all his virtues, 
Not virtuously on his own part beheld. 
Do in our eyes begin to lose their gloss ; 
Yea, like fair fruit in an unwholesome dish. 
Are like to rot untasted. Go and tell him. 
We . come to speak with him ; and you shall 

not sin 
If you do say we think him over-proud 
And under honest; in self-assumption greater 
Than in the note of judgment ; and worthier than 

himself 
Here tend the savage stranoreness he puts on, 
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We '11 none of him ; but let him, like an engine 
Not portable, lie under this report^ — 
Bring action hither, this cannot go to war ; 
A stirring dwarf we do allowance give 
Before a sleeping giant : — tell him sa 

Patr. I shall ; and bring his answer presently. 

[Exit. 

Agam. In second voice we 11 not be satisfied ; 
We come to speak with him. — ^Ulysses, enter you. 

[Eooit IJltsses. 

Ajax, What is he more than another 1 

Agam, No more than what he thinks he is. 

Ajax. Is he so much) Do you not think, he 
thinks himself a better man than I am *{ 

Agam. No question. 

Ajax. Will you subscribe his thought, and say 
heisi 

Agam. No, noble Ajax ; you are as strong, as 
valiant, as wise, no less noble, much more gentle, 
and altogether more tractable. 

Ajax, Why should a man be proud 1 How doth 
pride grow 1 I know nob what pride is. 

Agam. Your mind is the clearer, Ajax, and 
your virtues the fairer. He that is proud eats 
up himself: Pride is his own glass, his own 
trumpet^ his own chronicle ; and whatever praises 
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itself but in the deed, devours the deed in the 
praise. 

Ajax, I do hate a proud man, as I hate the 
engendering of toads. 

Nest. \A8ide,'\ Yet he loves hunself : is 't not 
strange % 

Ee-enter Ulysses. 

Ulysa. Achilles will not to the field to-morrow. 

Agam. What 's his excuse % 

Ulyaa, He doth rely on none ; 

But carries on the stream of his dispose. 
Without observance or respect of any 
In will peculiar and in self-admission. 

Agam. Why will he not, upon our fair request, 
Untent his person and share the air with us 1 

Ulyss. Things small as nothins;, for request's sake 
only. 
He makes important. Possessed he is with great- 
ness; 
And speaks not to himself but with a pride 
That quarrels at self -breath : imagined worth 
Holds in his blood such swoln and hot discourse^ 
That, 'twixt his mental and his active parts 
Kingdoraed Achilles in commotion rages. 
And batters 'gainst itself: what should I sayt 
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He is 80 plaguy proad^ that the death-tokens of 't 
Cry — * No recovery.' 

Agam. Let Ajax go to him,-* 

Dear lord, go you and greet him in hia tent : 
'T is said be holds you well j and will be led, 
At your request, a little from himself. 

Ulysa, O Agamemnon 1 let it not be so. 
We '11 consecrate the steps t^at Ajax makes 
When they go from Achilles : shall the proud lord 
That bastes his arrogance with his own seam, 
And never suffers matter of the world 
Enter his thoughts, save such as doth revolve 
And ruminate himself, — shall he be worshipped 
Of that we hold an idol more than hel 
No, this thrice-worthy and right valiant lord 
Must not so stale his palm, nobly acquired ; 
Nor, by my will, assubjugate hia merit, 
As amply titled as Achilles is, 
By going to Achilles : 
That were to inlard his fat-already pride ; 
And add more coals to Cancer when he bums 
With entertaining great Hyperion. 
This lord go to him ! Jupiter forbid. 
And say in thunder — * Achilles, go to him.* 

Nest. [i4«w?e.] 0, this is well ; he rubs the vein 
of him. 
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Dio, [Aside.] And liow his silence drinks up this 
applause ! 

Ajaoc. If I go to him, with my arm^d fist 
I '11 pash him o'er the face. 

A gam, O, no, you shall not go. 

Ajoic An 'a be proud with me, 1 11 pheese his 
pride : 
Let me go to him. 

Ulyss, Not for the worth that hangs upon our 
quarreL 

Ajax. A paltry, insolent fellow ! 

^est [Aside,] How he describes himself I 

Ajax, Can he not be sociable 1 

Ulyas, [Aside,] The raven chides blackness. 

Ajax, I '11 let his humours blood. 

Agam, [Aside,] He will be the physician, that 
should be the patient. 

Ajax, An' all men were o' my mind, — 

Ulysa. [Aside,] Wit would be out of fashion. 

Ajax. 'A should not bear it so, 'a should eat 
swords first : shall pride carry it? 
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force him with praises. Pour in, pour in ; his 
ambition is dry. 

Ulysa. \To Agamemnon,] My lord, you feed too 
much on this dislike. 

Neat Our noble general, do not do so, 

Dio. You must prepare to fight without Achilles. 

Tllyss. Why, 't is this naming of him does him 
harm. 
Here is a man — But 't is before his face ; 
I will be silent 

Nest, Wherefore should you so 

He is not emulous, as Achilles is. 

Ulysa, Know the whole world, he is as valiant. 

Ajax. A whoreson dog, that shaU palter thus 
with us ! 
Would he were a Trojan I 

Neat What a vice were it in Ajax now, — 

Xll/yaa, If he were proud, — 

Dio, Or covetous of praise,— 

Ulyaa, Ay, or surly borne, — 

Dio. Or strange, or self-afiected I 

Ul/y88, Thank the heavens, lord, thou art of 
sweet composure ; 
Praise him that got thee, she that gave thee 

suck : 
Famed be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature 
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Thrice-famed, beyond all erudition : 

But he that disciplined thine arms to fight, 

Let Mars divide eternity in twain 

And give him half : and, for thy vigour, let 

Bull-bearing Milo his addition yield 

To sinewy Ajax. I will not praise thy wisdom, 

Which, like a bourn, a pale, a shore, confines 

Thy spacious and dilated parts : here 's Nestor,— 

Instructed by the antiquary times, 

He must, he is, he cannot but be wise : — 

But pardon, father Nestor, were your days 

As green as Ajax*, and your brain so tempered, 

You should not have the eminence of him. 

But be as Ajax. 

Ajax. Shall I call you father t 

Nest. Ay, my good son. 

Dio, Be ruled by him, Lord Ajax. 

Ulyaa. There is no tarrying here : the hart 
Achilles 
Keeps thicket. Please it our great general 
To call together all his state of war j 
Presh kings are come to Troy : to-morrow, then, 
We must with all our main of power stand fast 2 
And here's a lord,-— come knights from east to 

west, 
And ouU their fiower^ Ajax shall cope the best 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



96 TSOILUS AND CBSSSIDA. [AxstlXI* 

Agam. Go we to oonnoil. Let Adiilks sleep : 
light boats sail swift, thougli greater hulks dmw 
deep. [BaoeufU. 



ACT III. 

Scene I. — Troy. A Room in Priam's Palace, 

Enter Pandabus and a Servant, 

Pum. Friend, yon, — pray yon, a word : do not 
yon follow the young Lord Paris ? 

Serv. Ay, sir, when he goes before me. 

Fan. You depend upon him, 1 mean. 

Serv, Sir, I do depend upon the lord. 

Pan, You depend upon a noble gentleman; I 
must needs praise him. 

Serv, The lord be praised I 

Fan, You know me, do you not 1 

Serv. Faith, sir, superficially. 

Fan. Friend, know me better. I am the Lord 
PandaruB. 

Serv. I hope, I shall know your honour better. 

Fan. I do desire it. 

Serv. You are in the state of grace. 
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Fofn, Grace! not so friend ; honour and lordship 
are my titles. — [Music within.'] What music is 
thisi 

Serv, I do but partly know, sir : it is music in 
parts. 

Pan, Know you the musicians 1 

Serv, Wholly, sir. 

Pan. Who play they to % 

Serv, To the hearers, sir. 

Pcm, At whose pleasure, friend 1 

Serv. At mine, sir, and theirs that love music 

Pcm. Command, I mean, friend. 

Serv. Who shall I command, sir ? 

Pcm. Friend, we understand not one another: 
I am too courtly, and thou art too cunning. At 
whose request do these men play ) 

Serv. That's to *t, indeed, sir. Marry, sir, at 
the request of Paris, my lord, who is there in 
person; with him the mortal Venus, the heart- 
blood of beauty, love's invisible soul,— 

Pcm. Who, my cousin Cressida ? 

Serv. No, sir, Helen: could you not find out 
that by her attributes ? 

Pan, It should seem, fellow, that thou hast not 
seen the Lady Cressida. I come to speak with 
Paris from the Prince Troilus: I will make a 
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complimental assault upon him, for my business 
seethes. 

Serv, Sodden business : there 's a stewed phrase, 
indeed. 

Bnter Paris and Helbit, extended. 

Fern, Fair be to you, my lord, and to all this 
fair company! fair desires, in all fair measure, 
fairly guide them I— especially to you, fair queen, 
fair thoughts be your fair pillow I 

Helen, Dear lord, you are full of fair words. 

Fan. You speak your fair pleasure, sweet 
queen. — 
Fair prince, here is good broken musia 

Far, You have broke it, cousin; and, by my 
life, you shall make it whole again ; you shall piece 
it out with a piece of your performance. — ^Nell, he 
is full of harmony. 

Fan, Truly, lady, no. 

Helen, O, sir, — 

Fan, Rude, in sooth ; in good sooth, very rude. 

Par. "Well said, my lord I well, you say so in fits. 

Fan, I have business to my lord, dear queen.— 
My lord, will you vouchsafe me a word ? 

Helen, Nay, this shall not hedge us out : we *11 
hear you sing, certain.i- 
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Pan, Well, sweet queen, you are pleasant with 
me. — But, many, thus, my lord. — My dear lord, 
and most esteemed friend, your brother Troilus, — 

Helen. My Lord Pandarns ; honey-sweet lord, — 

Pan, Go to, sweet queen, go to :^-oommends 
himself most affectionately to you, — 

Helen. You shall not bob us out of our melody : 
If you do, our melancholy upon your head ! 

Pan. Sweet queen, sweet queen ; that 's a sweet 
queen, i' faith, — 

Helen. And to make a sweet lady sad is a sour 
offence. 

Pan, Nay, that shall not serve your turn ; that 
shall it not, in truth, la ! Nay, I care not for such 
words ; no, no. — And, my lord, he desires you, that 
if the king call for him at supper, you will make 
his excuse. 

Helen, My Lord Pandarus, — 

Pan, What says my sweet queen, — my very very 
sweet queen ] 
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Pwr, 1 11 lay my lif e, with my disposer Cressida. 

PoTi. No, no ; no such matter ; yon are wide : 
Gome^ your disposer is sick. 

Farr. Well, I 'U make exouse, 

Pcm. Ay, good my lord. Why should you say 
Cressida ? no, your poor disposer 's sick. 

Pew. I spy. 

Famn You spy I what do you spy % — Come, giye 
me an instrument — ^Now, sweet queen. 

Helen, Why, this is kindly done. 

Pom. My niece is horribly in love with a ihing 
you have, sweet queen. 

Helen. She shall have it) my lord, if it be not 
my Lord Paris. 

Pan. He ! no, she '11 none of him ; they two are 
twain. 

Helen. Falling in, after falling out^ may make 
them three. 

Pan. Come, come, 1 11 hear no moro d thk.— 
I '11 sing you a song now. 

Helen, Ay, ay, pr'ythee now. By my troth, 
sweet lord, thou hast a fine forehead. 

Fan. Ay, you may, you may. 

Helen. Let thy song be love : this love will undo 
US all. O Cupid, Cupid, Cupid ! 

Pan. Love ! ay, that it shall, i' faith. 
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Fwr, Ay, good now, love, love, notiiing but lova 
Fcm, In good troth, it begins so. \Smg9, 

Lovey lovSj nothing hut love ; still more ! 

FoT^ Oy lovers how 

Shoots buck avid doe : 

The shaft confounds^ 

Not that ii wounds^ 
But tickles stUl the sore. 
These lovers cry — Oh ! oh! tJiey die I 

Tet thai which seems the wound to kiU 
Doth turn oh I oh I to ha I ha! he! 

So dying love lives still : 
Oh ! oh! a whUe^ hut ha! ha ! ha! 
Oh! oh! grooms out for ha 1 ha! ha! 

Heigh-ho ! 

Helen, In love, i' faith, to the very tip of the 
nose. 

Fan He eats nothing but doves, love ; and that 
breeds hot blood, and hot blood b^ets hot tiioughts, 
and hot thou^ts b^et hot deeds, and hot deeds is 
love. 

Fan^ Is this the generation of love ? hot blood, 
hot thoughts, and hot deeds? Why, they are 
vipers : is love a generation of vipers 1 — Sweet lord, 
who 's afield to-day i 
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Par. Hector, Deiphobus, Helenus, Anfcenor, and 
all the gallantry of Troy : I would fain have armed 
to-day, but my Nell would not have it so. How 
chance my brother Troilus went not ? 

Helen. He hangs the lip at something : — ^you 
know all, Lord Pandarus. 

Pom. Not I, honey-sweet queen. — I long to hear 
how they sped to-day. — ^You '11 remember your 
brother's excuse 1 

Pa/r. To a hair. 

Pern. Farewell, sweet queen. 

Eden, Commend me to your iil ,je. 

Pcm, I will, sweet queen. [ExU. 

[A retreat aownded. 

Pa/r. They 're come from field : let us to Priam's 
hall, 
To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, I must woo 

you 
To help unarm our Hector : his stubborn buckles, 
With these your white enchanting fingers touched. 
Shall more obey than to the edge of steel 
Or force of Greakish sinews ; you shall do more 
Than all the island kings, — disarm great Hector. 

Htlwk T will make us proud to be his servanti 
Paris : 
Yea, what he shall receive of us in duty 
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Gives us more palm in beauty than we have, 
Yea^ overshines ourself. 

Par, Sweet, above thought I love thea 



ScBNB II. — The sama Pandarus' Orchard. 
Enter Pandarus and Troilus' Boy^ meeting. 

Fan, How now] where's thy master? at my 
cousin Cressida'sl 

Serv, No, sir ; he stays for you to conduct him 
thither. 

Enter Troilus. 

Fan, O, here he comes. — How now, how now 1 
Tro, Sirrah, walk off. \Exit Boy, 

Fan, Have you seen my cousin % 
Tro, No, Pandarus : I stalk about her door, 
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Pan. Walk here i' the orchard. I'll bring her 
straight. \ExvL 

Tro, I 'm giddj ; expectation whirls me round. 
The imaginary relish is so sweet 
That it enchants my sense : what will it be, 
When that the watery palate tastes indeed 
Love's thrice-repur^ nectar 1 death, I fear me ; 
Swooning destruction ; or some joy too fine, 
Too subtle-potent, tuned too sharp in sweetness 
For the capacity of my ruder powers ; 
I fear it much ; and I do fear besides, 
That I shall lose distinction in my joys ; 
As doth a battle, when they charge on heapt 
The enemy flying 

Be-^nber Pandarus. 

Pan, She's making her ready, shell come 
straight : you must be witty' now. She does so 
blush, and fetches her wind so short, as if she were 
frayed with a sprite: I'll fetch her. It is the 
prettiest villain. : she fetches her breath as short as 
a new^a'en sparrow. \^ExU. 

Tro, Even such a passion doth embrace my 
bosom: 
My heart beats thicker than a feverous pulse ; 
And all my powers do their bestowing lose, 
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like vassalage at unawares encoontenng 
The eye of majesty. 

Enter Pandaeus cmd Cressida, 

Pern. Come, oome, what need you blush 1 shame's 
a baby. — Here she is now : swear the oaths now to 
her, that you have sworn to me. — ^What, are you 
gone i^ain ? you must be watched ere you be made 
tame, must you 1 Come your ways, come your 
ways ; an you draw backward, we '11 put you i' the 
fills. — Why do you not speak to her 1 — Come, draw 
this curtain, and let 's see your picture. — ^Alas the 
day, how loadi you are to offend daylight ! and 
't were dark, you *d close sooner. So, so ; rub on, 
and kiss the mistress. How now ! a kiss in fee- 
farm ! Build there, carpenter ; the air is sweet. 
Nay, you shall fight your hearts out ere I part you. 
The falcon has the tercel for all the ducks i'^the 
river : go to, go to. 

Tra. You have bereft me of all words, lady. 

Pan, Words pay no debts, give her deeds : but 
1^ '11 bereave you of the deeds too, if she call your 
activity in question. What, billing again 1 Here 's 
— * In witness whereof the parties interchangeably ' 
—Come in, come in : I'll go get a fire, [Exit, 

Cre$, Will you walk in, my lord t 
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Tro, O Oressida, how often have I wished me 
thus! 

Cres. Wished, my lord I — The gods grant — O 
my lord 1 

Tro. What should they grant ? what makes this 
pretty abruption? What too curious dreg espies 
my sweet lady in the fountain of our love % 

Ores. More dregs than water, if my fears have 



Tro, Fears make devils of cherubins ; they never 
see truly. 

Cres, Blind fear that seeing reason leads finds 
safer footing than blind reason stumbling without 
fear : to fear the worst oft cures the worst. 

Tro, O, let my lady apprehend no fear : in all 
Cupid's pageant there is presented no monster. 

Ores. Nor nothing monstrous neither % 

Tro. Nothing, but our imdertakings, when we 
vow to weep seas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame tigers ; 
thinking it harder for our mistress to devise im- 
position enough than for us to undergo any difficulty 
imposed. This is the monstruosity in love, lady, — 
that the will is infinite, and the execution con- 
fined ; that the desire is boundless, and the act a 
slave to limit. 

Cres, They say, all lovers swear more perform- 
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ance than they are able, and yet reserve an ability 
that they never perform ; vowing more than the 
perfection of ten, and discharging less than the 
tenth part of one. They that have the voice of 
lions, and the act of hares, are they not monsters 1 

Tro, Are there such 1 such are not we. Praise 
us as we are tasted ; allow us as we prove ; our 
head shall go bare, till merit crown it. No per- 
fection in reversion shall have a praise in present : 
we will not name desert before his birth, and, 
being bom, his addition shall be humble. Few 
words to fair faith : Troilus shall be such to Cressid 
as what envy can say worst shall be a mock for 
his truth; and what truth can speak truest, not 
truer than Troilus. 

Cres, Will you walk in, my lord t 

Re-enter Pandabus. 

Fan. What, blushing still? have you not done 
talking yet f 

Cres, Well, uncle, what folly I commit, I dedi- 
cate to you. 

Pan, I thank you for that : if my lord get a boy 
of you, you '11 give him me. Be true to my lord ; 
if he flinch, chide me for it. 
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Tro* You know now your hostages ; your unde's 
word, and my firm faith. 

Paa^ Nay, I 'U give my word for her too. Our 
kindred, though they be long ere they are wooed^ 
they are constant being won : they are burs, I can 
tell you ; they 11 stick where they are thrown. 

Cres, Boldness comes to me now, and brings me 
heart — 
Prince Troilus, I have loved you night and day, 
For many weary months. 

Tro. Why was my Oressid then so hard to win f 

Ores. Hard to seem won ; but I was won, my lord. 
With the first glance that ever — pardon me— 
If I confess much, you will play the tyrant. 
I love you dow ; but not, till now, so much 
But I might master it : — in faith, I lie : 
My thoughts were like unbridled children, grown 
loo headstrong for their mother : — see, we fools ! 
Why have I blabbed 1 who shall be true to us 
When we are so unsecret to ourselves % — 
But, though I loved you well, I wooed you not ; 
And yet, good faith, I wished myself a man, 
Or that wo women had men's privilege 
Of speaking first. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue ; 
For, in this rapture, I shall surely speak 
The thing T shall repent. See, see, your silence, 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



8oeii«t.] TBOILXrS AND CBESSIDA. 109 

Ounning in dumbness, from my weakness draws 
My very soul of counsel. Stop my mouth. 

Tro, And shall, albeit sweet music issues thence. 

Pan. Pretty, i' faith. 

Crea, My lord, I do beseech you, pardon me ; 
T was not my purpose thus to beg a kiss : 
I am ashamed : — O heavens ! what have I done ]— 
For this time will I take my leave, my lord. 

Tro, Your leave, sweet Cressid 1 

Pa/n, Leave ! an you take leave till to-morrow 
morning, — 

Cres, 'Btbj you, content you. 

Tro. What offends you, ladyl 

Ores. Sir, mine own company. 

Tro. You cannot shun yourself. 

Cres. Let me go and try. 
I have a kind of self resides with you ; 
But an unkind self, that itself .will leave, 
To be another's fool. — I would be gone. 
Where is mv wit *? — I speak I know not what. 
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Or else you love not ; for to be wise and love 
Exceeds man's might ; that dwells with gods abova 

Tro, O, that I thought it could be in a woman,— 
As, if it can, I will presume in you, — 
To feed for aye her lamp and flames of love ; 
To keep her constancy in plight and youth, 
Outliving beauty's outward, with a mind 
That doth renew swifter than blood decays : 
Or, that persuasion could but thus convince me 
That my integrity and truth to you 
Might be aflronted with the match and weight 
Of such a winnowed purity in love ; 
How were I then uplifted I but^ alas, 
I am as true as truth's simplicity, 
And simpler than the infancy of truth. 

Cres. In that I '11 war with you. 

Tto, virtuous fight, 

When right with right wars who shall be most 

right 1 
True swains in love shall, in the world to come, 
Approve their truths by Troilus : when their 

rhymes. 
Full of protest, of oath, and big compare, 
Want similes, truth tired with iteration, — 
As true as steel, as plantage to the moon, 
As sun to day, as tui*tle to her mate. 
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As iron to adamant, as earth to the centre,^- 
Yet, after all comparisons of truth, 
As truth's authentic author to be cited, 
As true as Troilus shall crown up the verse, 
And sanctify the numbers. 

Ores. Prophet may you be I 

If I be felse, or swerve a hair from truth, 
When time is old and hath forgot itself, 
When waterdrops have worn the stones of Troy, 
And blind oblivion swallowed cities up, 
And mighty states characterless are grated 
To dusty nothing ; yet let memory, 
Erom false to false, among false maids in love, 
Upbraid my falsehood 1 when they have said, as 

false 
As air, as water, wind, or sandy earth, 
As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer's calf, 
Pard to the hind, or stepdame to her son, — 
Yea, let them say, to stick the heart of falsehood, 
As false as Oressid. 

Pern, Go to,*a bargain made ; seal it^ sea] it : I '11 
be the witness. — Here I hold your hand ; here, my 
cousin's. If ever you prove false one to another, 
sinoe I have taken such pains to bring you to- 
gether, let all pitiful goers-between be called to the 
world's end after my name, call them all Pandani ; 
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let all constant men be TroiluseSi all false women 
Cressids, and all brokers between Pandars 1 say. 
Amen. 

Tro. Amen. 

Ores, Amen. 

Fcai. Amen. Whereupon I will show yon a 
chamber with a bed ; which bed, because it shall 
not speak of jour prettj encounters, press it to 
death : away ! 

And Oupid grant all tongue-tied maidens here 
Bed, chamber, Pandar to provide this gear 1 



SoEKB IIL — ^The Grecian Camp. 

I^nJter Aqameunon, Ulysses, Diomedes, I^estob, 
Ajax, Menelaus, amd Oalohas. 

OaL I^ow, princes, ios Um service I have done 
you. 
The advantage of the time prompts me aloud 
To call for recompense. Appear it to your mind, 
That, through the sight I bear in things to Jove^ 
I have abandoned Troy, left my possession. 
Incurred a traitor's name ; exposed myself, 
From certain and possessed conveniences, 
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To doubtful fortunes ; sequestering from me all 

That time, acquaintance, custom and condition. 

Made tame and most &miliar to my nature ; 

And here^ to do you service, am become 

As neii^ into the world, strange, unacquainted : 

I do beseech you, as in way of taste, 

To give me now a little benefit 

Out of those many registered in promise. 

Which, you say, live to come in my behalf. 

Agam. What wouldst thou of us, Trojan % make 
demand. 

CaL You have a Trojan prisoner, called Antenor, 
Yesterday took : Troy holds him very dear. 
Oft have you — often have you thanks therefore — 
Desired my Oressid in right great exchange, 
Whom Troy hath still denied ; but this Antenor, 
I know, is such a wrest in their afiairs, 
That their negotiations all must slack, 
Wanting his manage ; and they will almost 
Give us a prince of blood, a son of Priam, 
In change of him : let him be sent, great princeSi 
And he shall buy my daughter ; and her presence 
Shall quite strike off all service I have done. 
In most accepted pain. 

Agam, Let Diomedes bear him, 

And bring us Gressid hither : Galchas shall have 
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What he requests of us. — Good Diomed, 
Famish you iairlj for this interchange : 
Withal, bring word, if Hector will to-morrow 
Be answered in his challenge : Ajaz is ready. 

IHo, This shall I undertake ; and 't is a burden 
Which I am proud to bear. 

[Eoseimt Diohbdes and Calohas. 

Enter Achilles and Patboclus, be/ore their tent, 

Uh/ss. Achilles stands i* the entrance of his tent: 
Please it our general to pass strangely by him 
As if he were forgot ; and, princes all, 
Lay negligent and loose regard upon him : 
I will come last. Tis like, he '11 question me^ 
Why such unplausive eyes are bent on him ; 
If so, I have derision medicinable 
To use between your strangeness and his pride 
Which his own will shall have desire to drink. 
It may do good : pride hath no other glass 
To show itself, but pride ; for supple knees 
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man's fees. 

Agam. We '11 execute your purpose, and put on 
A form of strangeness as we pass along : — 
So do each lord ; and either greet him not, 
Or else disdainfully, which shall shake him more 
Than if not looked on. I will lead the way. 
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Achil What I comes the general to speak with 

mel 
Ton know my mind : I '11 fight no more 'gainst 

Troy. 
Agam. What says Achilles t would he aught 

with us 1 
I^eat. Would you, my lord, aught with the 

general 1 
Achil. No. 

J^est Nothing, my lord. 
Agam. The better. 

[Exeunt Agamemnon and Nestor. 
Achil. Good day, good day. 
Men. How do you 1 how do you 1 [Exit. 

Achil. What ! does the cuckold scorn me 1 
Aja>x. How now, Patroclus t 
Achil. Good morrow, Ajax. 
Ajax. Ha] 
Achil Good morrow. 

Ajaoc Ay, and good next day too. [Exit. 

Achil. What mean these fellows ? Know they 

not Achilles ? 
Fatr. They pass by strangely : they were used 

to bend, 
To send their smiles before them to Achilles ; 
To come as humbly as they used to creep 
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To hol J altars. 

Achil. What, am I poor of latel 

'Tis certain, greatness, once fallen out with fortune, 
Must fall out with men too : what the declined is, 
He shall as soon read in the eyes of others 
As feel in his own fall ; for men, like butterflies, 
Show not their mealy wings but to ijie summer, 
And not a man, for being simply man. 
Hath any honour, but honour for those honours 
That are without him, as place, riches, favour, 
Prizes of accident as oft as merit : 
Which, when they fell, as being slippery standers, 
The love that leaned on them as slippery too. 
Doth one pluck down another, and together 
Die in the fall. But 't is not so with me : 
Fortune and I are friends : I do enjoy 
At ample point all that I did possess. 
Save these men's looks; who do, methinks, find 

out 
Something not worth in me such rich beholding 
As they have often given. Here is Ulysses : 
I '11 interrupt his reading. — 
How now, Ulysses 1 

Ulysa, Now, great Thetis' son I 

Achil, What are you reading ? 

Ulyaa. A strange fellow here 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



SooneS.] TBOILUS AJSTD CBESSIBiL. 117 

Writes me : That man, how dearly ever parted, 
How much in having, or without^ or in, 
Oannot make boast to have that whieh he hath, 
Nor feels not what he owes, bat by reflection ; 
As when his virtues shining upon others 
Heat them, and they retort that heat again 
To the first giver. 

Ackil, This is not strange, Ulysses. 

The beauty that is borne here in the face 
The bearer knows not, but commends itself 
To others' eyes : nor doth the eye itself. 
That most pure spirit of sense, behold itself, 
Not going from itself; but eye to eye opposed 
Salutes each other with each other's form : 
For speculation turns not to itself 
Till it hath travelled, and is married there 
Where it may see itself. This is not strange 
at all. 

Vlyss, I do not strain at the position. 
It is familiar, but at the author's drift ; 
Who in his circumstance expressly proves 
That no man is the lord of anything. 
Though in and of him there be much consisting, 
Till he communicate his parts to others : 
Kor doth he of himself know them for aught 
Till he behold them formed in the applause 
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Where they're extended; who, like an arch 

reverberates 
The voice again, or, like a gate of steel 
Fronting the sun, receives and renders back 
His figure and his heat I was much rapt in this ; 
And apprehended here immediately 
The unknown Ajax. 

Heavens, what a man is there ! a very horse ; 
That has he knows not what. Nature, what things 

there are. 
Most abject in regard, and dear in use 1 
What things, again, most dear in the esteem, 
And poor in worth ! Now shall we see to-morrow — 
An Act that very chance doth throw upon him — 
Ajax renowned. O heavens, what some uien do^ 
While some men leave to do ! 
How some men creep in skittish Fortune's hall^ 
While others play the idiots in her eyes 1 
How one man eats into another's pride, 
While pride is feasting in his wantonness ! 
To see these Grecian lords 1 — Why, even already 
-They clap the lubber Ajax on the shoulder, 
As if his foot were on brave Hector's breast 
And great Troy shrinking. 

Achil, I do believe it ; for they passed by me 
As misers do by beggars, neither gave to me 
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Good word nor look. What, are my deeds forgot t 
Ulyss, Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his back 
"Wherein he puts alms for oblivion ; 
A great sized monster of ingratitudes : 
Those scraps are good deeds past ; which are 

devoured 
As fast as they are made, forgot as soon 
As done : perseverance, dear my lord. 
Keeps honour bright ; to have done, is to hang 
Quite out of fashion, like a rusty mail 
In monumental mockery. Take the instant way ; 
For honour travels in a strait so narrow, 
Where one but goes abreast : keep then the path; 
For emulation bath a thousand sons. 
That one by one pursue ; if you give way, 
Or hedge aside from the direct forthright, 
like to an entered tide, they all rush by, 
And leave you hindmost ; 
Or, like a gallant horse fallen in first rank, 
lie there for pavement to the abject rear, 
0*er-run and trampled on : then what they do in 

present. 
Though less than yours in past, must o'er-top 

yours ; 
For time is like a fashionable host, 
That slightly shakes his parting guest by the hand, 
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And with his arms outstretched, as he would fly, 

Grasps in the comer : Welcome ever smiles, 

And Farewell goes out sighing. O, let not virtue 



Bemuneration for the thing it was ; 

For beauty, wit^ 

High birth, vigour of bone, desert in service, 

Love, friendship, charity, are subjects all 

To envious and calumniating timd. 

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin, — 

That all, with one consent, praise new-born gawdi| 

Though they are made and moulded of things past, 

And give to dust that is a little gilt 

More laud than gilt o*er dusted. 

The present eye praises the present object : 

Then marvel not, thou great and complete man, 

That all the Greeks begin to worship Ajax ; 

Since things in motion sooner catch the eye 

Than what not stirs. The cry went once on thee^ 

And still it might, and yet it may again, 

If thou wouldst not entomb thyself aHve, 

And case thy reputation in thy tent ; 

Whose glorious deeds, but in these fields of late, 

Made emulous missions 'mongst the gods them« 

selves, 
And drave great Mars to faction. 
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^Achil, Of this my privacy 

I have strong reasons. 

TJhjss, But 'gainst your privacy 

The reasons are more potent and heroical. 
'T is known, Achilles, that you are in love 
With one of Priam's daughtera 

AchiL Ha I known ? 

W/yss, Is that a wonder % 
The providence that 's in a watchful state, 
Knows almost every grain of Plutus' gold, 
Finds bottom in the uncomprehensive deeps, 
Keeps place with thought, and almost, like the gods, 
Does thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles. 
There is a mystery — with whom relation 
Burst never meddle — in the soul of state, 
Which hath an operation more divine 
Than breath, or pen, can give expressure to. 
All the commerce that you have had with Troy 
As perfectly is ours as yours, my lord ; 
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Farewell, my lord : I as your lover speak ; * 
The fool slides o'er the ice that you should break. 

[JExit. 

Fair, To this effect, Achilles, have I moved you. 
A woman impudent and mannish grown 
Is not more loathed, than an effeminate man 
In time of action. I stand condemned for this : 
They think, my little stomach to the war, 
And your great love to me, restrains you thus. 
Sweety rouse yourself; and the weak wanton 

Cupid 
Shall from your neck unloose his amorous fold. 
And, like a dew-drop from the lion's mane, 
Be shook to air. 

Achil. Shall Ajax fight with Hector! 

FaJl/r, Ay, and, perhaps, receive much honour by 
him. 

AchiL I see, my reputation is at stake ; 
My fame is shrewdly gored. 

FaJbr. O, then beware : 

Those wounds heal ill that men do give themselves: 
Omission to do what is necessary 
Seals a commission to a blank of danger ; 
And danger, like an ague, subtly taints 
Even then when we sit idly in the sun. 

AcMl. Go call Thersites hither, sweet Patroclua 
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1 11 send the fool to Ajax, and desire him 

To invite the Trojan lords, after the corabat> 

To see iis here unarmed. I have a woman's longing, 

An appetite that I am sick withal, 

To see great Hector in his weeds of peace ; 

To talk with him, and to behold his visage. 

Even to my full of view. — ^A labour saved 1 

Enter Thersites. 

Ther. A wonder I 

AcIM. Whati 

Ther. Ajax goes up and down the field asking 
for himself. 

AchU. How so t 

Ther. He must fight singly to-morrow with 
Hector ; and is so prophetically proud of an he- 
roical cudgelling, that he raves in saying nothing. 

Achil. How can that be 1 

Ther. Why, he stalks up and down like a 
peacock, — a stride, and a stand: ruminates like 
an hostess that hath no arithmetic but her brain to 
set down her reckoning : bites his lip with a politic 
regard, as who should say, there were wit in his 
head, an 't would out : and so there is ; but it lies 
as coldly in him as fire in a fiint, which will not 
thow without knocking The man 's undone for 
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ever ; for if Hector break not his neck i' the com- 
bat, he 'U break 't himself in vainglory. He knows 
not me : I said, ' Good morrow, Ajax ; ' and he re- 
plies, ' Thanks, Agamemnon.' What think you of 
this man, that Yakes me for the general) He's 
grown a very land-fish, languageless, a monster. 
A plague of opinion 1 a man may wear it on both 
sides, like a leather jerkin. 

Achil, Thou must be my ambassador to him, 
Thersites. 

ITier. Who, 1 1 why, he '11 answer nobody ; he 
professes not answering : speaking is -for beggars , 
he wears his tongue in his arms. I will put on his 
presence : let Patroclus make his demands to me, 
you shall see the pageant of Ajax. 

AchU, To him, Fatrodus : tell him, I humbly 
desire the valiant Ajax to invite the most valorous 
Hector to come unarmed to my tent ; and to pro- 
cure safe^conduct for his person of the magnani- 
mous, and most illustrious, six-<»>seven-times- 
honoured captain-general of the Ckecian army, 
Agamemnon Do this. 

Pair, Jove bless great Ajax 1 

Ther. Humph "J 

Fatr, I come from the worthy Achilles, — 

Ther. Ha) 
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Faixr, Who most humbly desires you to invite 
Hector to his tent, — 

Ther, Humph! 

Fair, And to procure safe conduct from Agamem- 
non. 

Ther, Agamemnon) 

FcJ/r. Ay, my lord. 

Thtr, Hal 

Fair, What say you to 't t 

TKer. God be wi' you, with all my heart 

Fair, Your answer, sir. 

Th&r, If to-morrow be a fair day, by eleven 
o'clock it will go one way or other : howsoever, 
he shall pay for me ere he has me. 

FaJtr, Your answer, sir. 

Ther, Fare you well, with all my heart. 

Aclvd, Why, but he is not in this tune, is he ] 

Ther, No, but he 's out o' tune thus. What 
music will be in him when Hector has knocked 
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Achil. My mind is troubled, like a fountain 
stirred ; 
And I myself see not the bottom of it. 

[Exeu/rU Achilles and Patroolus. 

Ther. Would the fountain of your mind were 

clear again, that I might water an ass at it. I 

had rather be a tick in a sheep than such a valiant 

ignorance. [Exit. 



ACT IV. 

ScENB L — ^Troy. A Street 

ErUeTf at one aide, Mneab^ and Servant, with a 
torch; at the other y Paris, Dbiphobus, An- 
TENOR, DiOMBDES^ and othersy with torches, 

Paris. See ho ! who is that there 1 
2>ei. T is the Lord JSneaa 

JSne. Is the prince there in person ? — 
Had I so good occasion to lie long 
As you, Prince Paris, nothing but heavenly busi- 
ness 
Should rob my bed-mate of my company. 

Dio. That 's my mind toa — Good-morrow, Lord 
^neas. 
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F<vr. A valiant Greek, iEneas ; take his hand : 
Witness the process of your speech, wherein 
You told how Diomed, a whole week bj days, 
Did haunt you in the field. 

JEne, Health to you, valiant sir. 

During all question of the gentle truce ; 
But when I meet you armed, as black defiance 
As heart can think or courage execute. 

Bio, The one and other Diomed embraces. 
Our bloods are now in calm, and, so long, health : 
But when contention a«nd occasion meet^ 
By Jove, I '11 play the hunter for thy life 
With all my force, pursuit, and policy. 

J^Tte. And thou shalt hunt a lion that will 

fly 

With his face backward. — ^In human gentleness, 
Welcome to Troy : now, by Anchises' .life, 
Welcome, indeed. By Yenus' hand I swear, 
Ko man alive can love, in such a sort^ 
The thing he means to kill, more excellently. 

Bio. We sympathise. — Jove, let -^neas live, 
If to my sword his fate be not the glory, 
A thousand complete courses of the sun ! 
But, in mine emulous honour, let him die. 
With every joint a wound, and that to-morrow I 

,Mry&, We know each other well 
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Dio. We do; and long to know each other 
worse. 

Par, This is the most despiteful gentle greet- 
ing, 
The noblest hateful love, that e'er I heard o£-* 
What business, lord, so early 1 

JSne. I was sent for to the king ; but why, I 
know not. 

PcMT. His purpose meets you: 'twas to bring 
this Greek 
To Calchas' house ; and there to render him. 
For the enfreed Antenor, the fair Gressid. 
Let 's have your company ; or, if you please, 
Haste there before us. I constantly do think, — 
Or, rather, call my thought a certain knowledge, — 
My brother Troilus lodges there to-night : 
Bouse him, and give him note of our approach, 
With the whole quality wherefore : I fear, 
We shall be much unwelcome. 

^ne. That I assure you : 

Troilus had rather Troy were borne to Greece^ 
Than Oressid borne from Troy. 

Far, There is no help ; 

The bitter disposition of the tima 
Will have it so. On, lord : we '11 follow you, 

jEne, Good morrow, all [JSaoik 
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Fa/r, And tell me, noble Diomecl ; 'faith, tell me 
true, 
Even in the soul of sound good-fellowship, — 
Who, in yourjthoughts, merits fair Helen most, 
Myself, or Menelaus ? 

Dio, Both alike : 

He merits well to have her that doth seek her, 
Not makiiTg any scruple of her soilure 
With such a hell of pain and world of charge ; 
And you as well to keep her, that defend her, 
Not palating the taste of her dishonour, 
With such a costly loss of wealth and friends : 
He, like a puling cuckold, would drink up 
The lees and dregs of a flat tamdd piece ; 
You, like a lecher, out of whorish loins 
Are pleased to breed out your inheritors : 
Both merits poised, each weighs nor less nor more ; 
But he as he the heavier for a whore. 

Par, You are too bitter to your country-woman. 

Dio, She's bitter to her country. Hear me, 
Paris : — 
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As, for her, Greeks and Trojans suffered death. 

Par, Fair Diomed, you do as chapmen do, 
Dispraise the thing that you desire to buy ; 
But we in silence hold this virtue well, — 
We '11 not commend what we intend not sell 
Here lies our way. [ExetmL 



SoiaiB 11. — ^Troy. A Court before the House 
of Pandarus. 

Enter Tboilus and Cbessida. 

Tro. Dear, trouble not yourself: the mom is 
cold. 

Crea. Then, sweet my lord, I '11 call mine uncle 
down j 
He shall unbolt the gates. 

Tro. Trouble him not ; 

To bed, to bed : sleep kill those pretty eyes, 
And give as soft attachment to thy senses 
As infants' empty of all thought ! 

Cres. Good morrow then. 

Tro. I pr'ythee now, to bed 

Cres* Are you aweary of me 1 

Tro. Cressida 1 but that the busy day. 
Waked by the lark, hath roused the ribald crows, 
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And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer, 
I would not from thee. 

Ores. Night hath been too brief. 

Tro, Beshrew the witch ! with venomous wights 
she stays 
Tedious as hell ; but flies the grasps of love 
With wings more momentary-swift than thought. 
You will catch cold, and curse me. 

Grea, Pr'ythee, tarry. — 

You men will never tarry. — 

foolish Cressid ! — I might have still held ofl; 
And then you would have tarried. — Hark ! there 'a 

one up. 
Pan, [Within.'] What's all the doors open here? 
Tro, It is your uncle. 
Grea, A pestilence on him ; now will he be 

mocking : 

1 shall have such a life. — 

Enter Pandarus. 
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Pan. To da wnat? to do what? — let bar say 
what : — what have I brought you to do ? 

Crea. ComOy come ; beshrew your heart ! you 11 
ne'er be good. 
Nor suffer others. 

Pan, Ha, ha I Alas» poor wretch I ah, poor 
capocduo I — ^hast not s^[yt to-night % would he not^ 
a naughty man, let it sleep? a bugbear take 
him ! [KnwJtmg. 

Cres, Did not I tell you? — ^would he were 
knocked o' the head I — 
Who *B that at door) good uncle, go and see.— 
My lord, come you again into my chamber : 
You smile and mock me^ as if I meant naughtily. 

Tro. Ha, ha 1 

Cres. Gome, you are deceived ; I think of no such 
thing. — [Knocking. 

How earnestly they knock ! — ^Pray you, come in : 
I would not for half Troy have you seen here. 

[ExettM Tboilus and Cbessida. 

Pan. [Going to the door.] Who's there ) what 's 
the matter 1 will you beat down the door 1 How 
now f what 's the matter ? 

Enter ^neas. 
^ne. (lood morrow, lord, good morrow. 
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Fan. Who 's there t my Lord .tineas I By my 
troth, 

I knew yoa not ; what news with you so early 1 
jEne. Is not Piinoe Troilus here 9 
Pan, Here ! what should he do here i 
jEne, Gome^ he is here, my lord ; do not deny 
him: 

It doth import him much to speak with me. 
Pan. Is he here, say you 1 't is more than I 

know, 1 11 he sworn : — ^for mine own part, I came 

in lat& What should he do here 1 

JEne, Who! — nay, then: — come, come, you 11 

do him wrong ere you are 'ware. You 11 be so 

true to him, to be false to him. Do not you know 

of him ; but yet go fetch him hither : go. 

Re-enter Troilus. 
Tro, How now % what 's the matter 1 
^ne. My lord, I scarce have leisure to salute 
you, 
My matter is so rash. There is at hand 
Paris your brother, and Deiphobus, 
jJhe Grecian Diomed, and our Antenor 
Delivered to us ; and for him forthwith, 
Ere the first sacrifice, within this houri 
We must giye up to Diomedes' hand 
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The Lady Cressida. 

Tro, Is it concluded so % 

^ne. By Priam, and the general state of Troy : 
They are at hand, and ready to effect it. 

Tro. How my achievements mock me ! * 
I will go meet them : — and, my Lord -^neas, 
"We met by chance ; you did not find me here. 

JEne, Good, good, my lord; the secrets of nature 
Have not more gift in taciturnity. 

\Ex&fjmt Troilus and -^NKAa 

Pan, Is 't possible 1 no sooner got but lost I 
The devil take Antenor ! the young prince will go 
mad. A plague upon Antenor ! I would, they had 
broke 's neck I 

Re-enter Cressida. 

Cres, How now? what is the matter? Who 
was here 1 

Pan, Ah ! ah ! 

Crea, Why sigh you so profoundly 1 where *s my 
lord 1 gone ! 
Tell me, sweet uncle, what *s the matter ? 

Pan, Would I were as deep under the earth as 
£ am above ! 

Cres, O the gods ! — what 's the matter r 

Pan, Pr*ythee, get thee in. Would thou hadst 
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ne'er been born ! I knew, thou wouldst be his 
death : — poor gentleman ! — A plague upon An- 
tenor. 

Crea, Good uncle, I beseech you, on my knees 
I beseech you, what 's the matter 1 

Pan, Thou must be gone, wench; thou must 
be gone : thou art changed for Antenor. Thou 
must to thy father, and be gone from Troilus : 
't will be his death ; 't will be his bane ; he cannot 
bear it. 

Ores, O you immortal gods ! — I will not go. 

Paru Thou must. 

Ores. I will not, uncle : I have forgot my father > 
I know no touch of consanguinity ; 
No kin, no love, no blood, no soul so near me. 
As the sweet Troilus. — you gods divine, 
Make Cressid's name the very crown of false- 
hood. 
If ever she leave Troilus ! Time, force, death, 
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Craok my clear voi^ with sobs, and break my 

heart 

"With sounding * Troilus 1' I '11 not go from 

Troy. [Exeunt. 



Scene III. — Before Pandarus* House. 
Unter Paris, Troilus, -fflxBAs, Deiphobus, An- 

TENOR, and DiOMEDES. 

Par, It is great morning, and the hour prefixed 
Of her delivery to this valiant Greek 
Comes fast upon us. — Good my brother Troilus, 
Tell you the lady what she is to do, 
And haste her to the purpose. 

Tro, Walk to her house ; 

I '11 bring her to the Grecian presently : 
And to his hand when I deliver her. 
Think it an altar, and thy brother Troilus 
A priest, there offering to it his own heart. [Exit, 

Far, I know what *t is to love ; 
And 'would, as I shall pity, I could help 1 — 
Please you, walk in, my lords. [Exeimt^ 
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Scene IV. — A Room in Pandarus' Housa 
Enter Pandarus and Cressida. 

Pan. Be moderate, be moderate. 

Crea. Why tell you me of moderation 1 
The grief is fine, full, perfect, that I taste 
And violenteth in a sense as strong 
As that which causeth it : how can I moderate it t 
If I could temporise with my affection, 
Or brew it to a weak and colder palate, 
The like allayment could I give my grief : 
My love admits no qualifying dross ; 
No more my grief, in such a precious loss. 

Enter Troilus. 
Pan. Here, here, here he comes. — Ah, sweet 
ducks ! 

Cres. O Troilus ! Troilus ! [Embracing him. 

Pan. "What a pair of spectacles is here ! Let 
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Because thou canst not ease thy smart, 
By friendship nor by specjdng. 

There was never a truer rhyme. Let us cast away 
nothing, for we may live to have need of such a 
verse : we see it, we see it. — How now, lambs t 

Tro, Oressid, I love thee in so strained a purity, 
That the blessed gods — as angry with my fancy, 
More bright in zeal than the devotion which 
Cold lips blow to their deities — ^take thee from me. 

Ores, Have the gods envy 1 

Pan, Ay, ay, ay, ay ; *t is too plain a case. 

Ores, And is it true, that I must go from Troy I 

Tro. A hateful truth. 

Ores. What, and from Troilus tool 

Tro, From Troy, and Troilus. 

Cres. Is it possible % 

Tro. And suddenly ; where injury of chance 
Puts back leave-taking, justles roughly by 
All time of pause, rudely beguiles our lip 
Of all rejoindure, forcibly prevents 
Our locked embrasures, strangles our dear vows 
Even in the birth of our own labouring breath. 
We two, that with so many thousand sighs 
Did buy each other, must poorly sell ourselves 
With the rude brevity and discharge of one. 
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For I will ihxow my g^OT« to Death himself ^ 
That there 'a do maeuktion in thj heart ; 
But, * be thoa true/ saj I, to fashion in 
My sequent ptrotestatkm ; be thou true, 
And I will see thee. 

Ores. O, you shall be exposed, mj lord, to 
dangers 
As infinite as imminent I but 1 11 be true. 

Tro, And 1 11 grow friend with danger* Wear 
this sleeva 

Ores, And you this glove. When shall I see 
youl 

Tro. I will corrupt the Grecian sentinels, 
To give thee nightly visitation. 
But yet, be true. 

Ores, O heavens ! — * be true,' again I 

Tto, Hear why I speak it, love : 
The Grecian youths are full of quality ; 
Their loving well composed with gift of nature, 
Flowing and swelling o'er with arts and exercise : 
How novelties may move, and parts with person^ 
Alas, a kind of godly jealousy — 
Which, I beseech you, call a virtuous sin — 
Makes me afraid. 

Cres, heavens ! you love me not 

Tro, Die I a villain then 1 
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In this I do not all your hiih in question 

So mainly as my merit : I cannot sing, 

Nor heel the high lavolt, nor sweeten talk, 

Nor play at subtle games ; fair virtues all, 

To which the Grecians are most prompt and 

pregnant : 
But I can tdl that in each grace of these 
There lurks a still and dumb discoursive devil 
That tempts most cunningly : but be not tempted. 

Cres, Bo you think I will 9 

Tro. No. 
But something may be d(m% that we will not: 
And sometimes we are devils to ourselves, 
When we will tempt the frailty of our poweitt. 
Presuming on their changeful potency. 

j£hie, [Witkin.} Nay, good my lord, — 

Tr<k Come, kiss ; and let us part. 

Par. [Witkitu] Brother Troilus I 

Tro. Good brother, come you hither ; 

And bring ^SStoeaa and the Grecian vrith you. 

Cres, My lord, will you be true 1 

Tro. Who, 1 1 alas, it is my vice, my &uU : 
Whiles others £sh with crafe lor great opinion, 
I with great imih catch mere simplicity ; 
Whilst some with cunning gild their copper crowns. 
With truth and plainness I do wear mix^ bare. 
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Fear not my truth ; the moral of my wit 

Is — plain, and true, — ^there 's all the reach of it. 



Enter -^nkas, Paris, Antbnor, Dbiphobus, cmd 

DiOMEDES. 

Welcome, Sir Diomed. Here is the lady 
"Which for Antenor we deliver you : 
At the port, lord, I *11 give her to thy hand, 
And by the way possess thee what she is. 
Entreat her fair ; and, by my soul, fair Greek, 
If e*er thou stand at mercy of my sword, 
Name Cressid, and thy life shall be as safe 
As Priam is in Ilion. 

Dio. Fair Lady Oressid, 

So please you, save the thanks this prince expects : 
The lustre in your eye, heaven in your cheek, 
Pleads your fair usage ; and to Diomed 
Tou shall be mistress, and command him wholly. 

Tro, Grecian, thou dost not use me oourteouslyy 
To shame the seal of my petition to thee 
In praising her. I tell thee, lord of Greece, 
She is as far high-soaring o'er thy praises 
As thou unworthy to be called her servant. 
I charge thee, use her well, even for my charge ; 
For, by the dreadful Pluto, if thou dost not^ 
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Though the great bulk Achilles be thy guard, 
1 11 cut thj throat. 

Dio, 0, be not moved, Prince Troilua. 

Let me be privileged by my place and message 
To be a speaker free : when I am hence, 
1 11 answer to my lust ; and know you, lord, 
1 11 nothing do on charge. To her own worth 
She shall be prized ; but that you say — ' Be *t so,' 
1 11 speak it in my spirit and honour, — No. 

Tro. Come, to the port — ^I '11 tell thee, Diomed, 
This brave shall oft make thee to hide thy head.— 
Lady, give me your hand ; and, as we walk, 
To our own selves bend we our needful talk. 

\Exeunt Troilus, Cressida, <md Diomedks. 
\Trvmpet sownded. 

Par. Hark J Hector's trumpet. 

^ne. How have we spent this morning I 

The prince must think me tardy and remiss. 
That swore to ride before him to the field. 

Par. *Tis Troilus' fault. Come, come, to field 
with him. 

Dei, Let us make ready straight. 

JSne. Yea, with a bridegroom's fresh alacrity, 
Let us address to tend on Hector's heelc* 
The glory of our Troy doth this day lie 
On his fair worth and single chivalry. [Exeunt 
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Scene Y. — ^The Grecian Camp. Lists set out. 

Enter Ajax, armed; Agamemnon, Aohiixes, 
FATBOOLUSy Menblau8> Ulysses, Kbstob, and 
others. 

Agam. Here art thou in appointment fresb and 
fair, 
Anticipating time with starting courage. 
Give with thy toampet a loud note to Troy, 
Thou dreadful Ajax ; that the appall^ air 
May pierce the head of the great combatant^ 
And hale him hither. 

Ajax, Thou, trumpet^ there "s my purse. 

Now crack t^y lungs, and split thy brazen 

pipe: 
Blow, vill^dn, till thy spher^ bias cheek 
Outswell the colic of puffed Aquilon. 
Come, stretch thy chesty and let thy eyes spout 

blood : 
Thou blow'st for Hector. [Trumpet sounds. 

Ulyss, No trumpet answers. 

AehU. T is but early days. 

Agam, Is not yond Diomed with Calchas* 
daughter ! 

Ulyss, *T is he, I ken the manner of his gait ; 
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He rises on the toe : that spirit of his 
In aspiration lifts him from the earth. 

jSnter Diohbdbs, with CasssiDiu 

Agam, Is this the Lady Oressid 

Duk Even sha 

Agam, Most dearly welcome to the Greeks, sweet 
lady. 

Net, Onr general doth salute yon with a kiss. 

UJ^88, Yet is the kindness but particular ; 
T were betfcer she were kissed in general. 

Nest. And very courtly counsel : I'll begin. — 
So much for Nestor. 

Achil. I'll take that winter from your lips, fair 
lady: 
Achilles bids you welcome. 

Men. I had good argument for kissing once. 

Patr, But that 's no argument for kissing now : 
For thus popped Paris in his hardiment^ 
And parted thus you and your argument 

Uly88, O deadly gall, and theme of all our 
scorns 1 
For which we lose our heads, to gild his horns. 

Patr. The first was Menelaus* kiss ;— -this, mine : 
Fatroclus kisses you. 

Mbtl O, this is trim. 
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P<xtr. Paris and I kiss evermore f<»r lum. 

Men, 111 have my kiss, sir. — ^Lady, by your 
leave. 

Crea, In kissing do you render or receive t 

FaPr. Both take and give. 

Crea, 1 11 make my match to live, 

The kiss you take is better than you give ; 
Therefore no kiss. 

Men, I '11 give you boot ; I '11 give you three for 
one. 

Crea, You 're an odd man : give even, or give 
none. 

Men, An odd man, lady ? every man is odd. 

Cres. No, Paris is not ; for, you know, 't is true, 
That you are odd, and he is even with you. 

Men. You fillip me o' the head. 

Crea. No, I '11 be sworn. 

Ulyaa. It were no match, your nail against his 
horn. — 
May I, sweet lady, beg a kiss of you % 

Crea. You may. 

Tllysa. I do desire itw 

Crea. Why, beg then, 

Ulyaa, Why then, for Venus' sake, give me a 
kiss. 
When Helen is a maid again, and his. 
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Pursue each other, or -shall be divided 
By any voice or order of the field ? 
Hector bsde ask. 

Agam, Which way would Hector have it 1 

jfJne. He cares not ; he *11 obey conditions. 

Achil. *T is done like Hector ; but securely done, 
A little proudly, and great deal disprising 
The knight opposed. 

jEne. If not Achilles, sir, 

What is your name 1 

Achil. If not Achilles, nothing. 

^ne. Therefore Achilles : but whatever, know 
this : — 
In tlie extremity of great and little, 
Valour and pride excel themselves in Hector ; 
The one almost as infinite as all, 
The other blank as nothing. Weigh him well, 
And that which looks like pride is courtesy. 
This Ajax is lialf made of Hector's blood : 
In love whereof half Hector stays at liomo ; 
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Stand hy our Ajax : as you and Lord ^neas 
Consent upcm the order of their fight 
So be it ; either to the uttermost, 
Or else a breath : the oombatants being kin, 
Half stints their strife before their strokes begin* 
[Ajax and Heotob mUer the liaia. 

Ulysa. They are opposed already. • 

Agam^ What Trojan is that same that looks so 
hesTyt 

Ulyn. The youngest son of Priam, a ^rue knight ; 
Not yet mature, yet matchless ; firm of word, 
Speaking in deeds, and deedless in his tongue ; 
Kot soon provoked, nor, being provoked, socm 

calmed: 
His heart and hand both open, tmd both free ; 
For what he has, he gives ; what thinks, he shows ; 
Yet gives he not till judgment guide his bounty. 
Nor dignifies an impure thought with Inreath. 
Manly as Hector, but more dangerous ; 
For Hector, in his blaze of wrath, subscribes 
To tender objects ; but he, in heat of action, 
Is more vindicative than jealous love. 
Hiey call him Troilus ; and on him erect 
A second hope, as fairly built as Hector. 
Thus says .dSneas ; one that knows the youth, 
Even to his inches, and with private soul 
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Did in great Ilion thus translate him to me. 

[Alarum, Hectob and Ajax fight 

Agam. They are in action. 

I^eat Now, Ajax, hold thine own ! 

Tro. Hector, thou sleep'st : awake thee ! 

Agam. His blows are well disposed : — ^there, 
Ajax! 

Bio. You must no mora [Trumpets eease. 

Mne. Princes, enough, so please you. 

A^ax. I am not warm yet : let us fight again. 

Bio. As Hector pleases. 

Hect. Why, then will I no more. — 

Thou art, great lord, my father's sister's son, 
A cousin-german to great Priam's seed ; 
The obligation of our blood forbids 
A gory emulation 'twixt us twain. 
Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan so 
That thou couldst say — * This hand is Grecian all, 
And this is Trojan ; the sinews of this leg 
All Greek, and this all Troy ; my mother's blood 
Buns on the dexter cheek, and this sinister 
Boomds-in my father's ; ' by Jove multipotent, 
Thou shouldst not bear from me a Greekish 

member 
Wherein my sword had not impressure made 
Of our rank feud. But the just gods gainsay, 
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That any drop thou borroVdst from thy mother, 
My sacred aunt^ should by my mortal sword 
Be drained 1 Let me embrace thee, Ajax. — 
By him that thunders, thou hast lusty arms ; 
Hector would have them fall upon him thus : 
Cousin, all honour to thee I 

Ajax. I thank thee. Hector : 

Thou art too gentle, and too free a man. 
I came to kill thee, cousin, and bear hence 
A great addition earned in thy death. 

Heet, Not Neoptolemus so mirable — 
On whose bright crest Fame with her loudest Oye» 
Cries, ' This is he 1 '—could promise to himself 
A thought of added honour torn from Hector. 

jSSrke. There is expectance here from both the 
sides 
What further you will do. 

Heet. We 11 answer it ; 

The issue is embracement : — ^Ajax, farewelL 

Ajax, If I might in entreaties find success, 
As seld I have the chance, I would desire 
My famous cousin to our Grecian tents. 

Dio. 'T is Agamemnon's wish ; and great 
Achilles 
Doth long to see unarmed the valiant Hector. 

HecU .^Sneas, call my brother Troilus to me : 
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And sigDifj thifl loTing interview 

To the expecters of our Trojan part 5 

Desire them homa — Give me Hbj lutnd, mv 

cousin; 
I will go eat with thee, and see jour knights. 

Ajax, Great Agamemnon oomes to meet us here. 

ffeeL The worthiest of them tell me name by 
name; 
But for Achilles, mine own searching eyes 
Shall find him by his large and portly size. 

Agam, Worthy of arms 1 as welcome as to one 
That would be rid of such an enemy ; 
But that 's no w^come : understand more clear. 
What 's past and what *s to come is strewed with 

husks 
And formless ruin of oblivion ; 
But in this extant moment^ faith and k^th, 
Strained purely from all hollow bias-drawing, 
Bids thee, with most divine integrity. 
From heart d very heart, great Hector, welcome. 

Hect. I thank thee, most imperious Agamemnon. 

Agami. [To Tboilxts.] My well-famed lord of 
Troy, no less to you. 

Men, Let me confirm my princely brother^s 
greeting: 
Tou brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither. 
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Heet. Who mnst we answer? 

Mm, The noble Menelans. 

Heei. O, you, my lord! by Mars his gauntlet, 
thanks. 
Mock not, that I affect the untraded oath ; 
Your qwmdam wife swears still by Yenus* glove ; 
She 's well, but bade me not commend her to you. 

Men, Name her not now, sir; she's a deadly 
theme. 

Hwii, O, pardon ; I offend 

Neat I have, thou gallant Trojan, seen thee oft, 
labouring for destiny, make cruel way 
Through ranks of Greekish youth : and I have seen 

thee, 
As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygian steed, 
And seen thee scorning forfeits and subduements, 
When thou hast hung thy advanced sword T the 

air, 
Kot letting it decline on the declined ; 
That I have said unto my standers-by, 
* Lo, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life I ' 
And I have seen thee pause, and take thy breath, 
When that a ring of Greeks have hemmed thee in, 
Like an Olympian wrestling : this have I seen ; 
But this thy countenance, still locked in steel, 
I never saw till now. I knew thy grandsire ; 
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And onoe fought with him : he was a soldier good j 
But, by great Mars, the captain of us all, 
Never like thea Let an old man embrace thee ; 
And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents. 

^ne. T is the old Nestor. 

HecL Let me embrace thee, good old chronicle, 
Thou hast so long walked hand in hand with 

time. — 
Most reverend Nestor, I am glad to clasp thee. 

NeaU I would, my arms could match thee in 
contention, 
As they*contend with thee in courtesy. 

HecU I would they could 

Feat. Hal 
By this white beard, I 'd fight with thee to-morrow. 
Well, welcome, welcome 1 I have seen the time — 

UVy88. J wonder now how yonder city stands, 
When we have here her base and pillar by us. 

Hect I know your favour, Lord Ulysses, well. 
Ah, sir, there 's many a Greek and Trojan dead. 
Since first I saw yourself and Diomed 
In Ilion, on your Greekish embassy. 

Ulyss, Sir, I foretold you then what would 
ensue; 
My prophecy 's but half his journey yet ; 
For yonder walls that pertly front your town^ 
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Yond towers whose wanton tops do buss the 

clouds, 
Must kiss their own feet. 

Sect, I must not believe you : 

There they stand yet ; and modestly I think, 
The fall of every Phrygian stone will cost 
A drop of Grecian blood : the end crowns all ; 
And that old common arbitrator, Time 
Will one day end it 

Ulyss, So to him we leave it 

Most gentle, and most valiant Hector, welcome.' 
After the general, I beseech you next 
To feast with me, and see me at my tent. 

AchU. I shall forestall thee, Lord Ulysses, 
thou 1 — 
Now, Hector, I have fed mine eyes on thee : 
I have with exact view perused thee. Hector, 
And quoted joint by joint. 

Sect Is this Achilles f 

Ach/U. I am Achilles. 

HecL Stand fair, I pray thee: let me look on 
thee. 

AchU. Behold thy fill 

Sect, Nay, I have done already. 

AchiL Thou art too brief: I will the second 
time. 
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As I would buy tlie«, view thee limb by limb. 
Hect. 0, like a book of sport thou It read me 
o*er; 
But there 's more in me than thou understand'st. 
Why dost thou so oppress me with thine eye ? 
Achil. Tell me, you heavens, in which part of 
his body 
Shall I destroy him, whether there, or there, or 

there 1 
That I may give the local wound a name, 
And make distinct the very breach, whereout 
Hector^s great spirit flew. Answer me, heavens ! 
Hect. It would discredit the blessed gods, proud 
man, 
To answer such a question. Stand again : 
Think'st thou to catch my life so pleasantly, 
As to prenominate in nice conjecture, 
Where thou wilt liit me dead ] 

jichil. I tell thee, yea. 
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But 1 11 endeaToiir deeds to match these worda^ 
Or may I nevor — 

AjaoL. Do not chafe idiee, cousin ;^— 

And you, AchUles, let these threats alone. 
Till accident or purpose bring you to 't ; 
You may have every day enough of Hector, 
If you have stomach. The^general state^ I fear, 
Can scarce entreat you to be odd with him, 

HeeU I pray you, let us see you in the field ; 
We have had pelting wars sinoe you refused 
The Chrecians' cause. 

Achil, Dost thou entreat me, Hector t 

To-mc»rrovr do I meet thee, fell as death ; 
To-night, all frieiida 

H&sL Thy hand upon that match. 

Agam. First, all you peers of Greece, go to my 
tent; 
There in the full con vivo we : afterwards, 
As Hector's leisure and your bounties shall 
Concur together, severally entreat him. — 
Beat loud ^e tabourines, let the trumpets blow, 
That this great soldier may his welcome know. 

[ExemU M hut Tboilus cmd Ulysses. 

Tra, My Lord Ulysses, tdl me^, I beseech you, 
In what place of the field doth Caldias keep ) 
Ulyn. At Menelaus' tent^ most princely Troilus : 
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There Diomed doth feast with him to-night ; 
Who neither looks on heaven, nor on earth, 
But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the fair Cressid. 

Tro, Shall I, sweet lord, be bound to you so 
much, 
After we part from Agamemnon's tent, 
To bring me thither 1 

TJly88, You shall command me, sir. 

As gentle tell me, of what honour was 
This Cressida in Troy % Had she no lover there, 
That wails her absence % 

Tro, O, sir, to such as boasting show their scarSi 
A mock is due. Will you walk on, my lord 1 
She was beloved, she loved ; she is, and doth : 
But, still, sweet love is food for fortune's tooth. 

[ExeunL 



ACT V. 

SoBKB L — ^The Grecian Camp. Before Achilles' 
Tent. 

Enter Achilles cmd Patboolus. ' 

AchU. I'll heat his blood with Greekish wine 
to-night. 
Which with my scimitar 1 11 cool to-morrow.— 
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Patroclus, let us feast him to the height. 
Patr. Here comes Thersites. 

Enter Thersites. 

AchiL How now, thou core of envy ! 

Thou crusty batch of nature, what 's the news ? 

Ther, Why, thou picture of what thou seemest, 
and idol of idiot worshippers, here's a letter for 
thee. 

Achil, From whence, fragment ? 

Ther, Why, thou full dish of fool, from Troy. 

Pdtr, Who keeps the tent now 1 

Titer, The surgeon's box, or the patient's wound. 

Fatr, Well said, Adversity ! and what need these 
tricks ? 

Ther, Pr'ythee, be silent, boy ; I profit not by 
thy talk : thou art thought to be Achilles' male 
varlet 

Patr, Male varlet, you rogue ! what 's that 1 

Tli&r, Why, his masculine whore. Now the 
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tetter, take and take again such preposterous dis- 
coveries ! 

Fair, Why, thou damnable box of envy, thou, 
what meanest thou to curse thus ? 

Ther, Do I curse thee ] 

Pair. Why, no, you ruinous butt ; you whoreson 
indistinguishable cur, no. 

Ther, No ! why art thou then exasperate, thou 
idle immaterial skein of sleave silk, thou green 
sarcenet flap for a sore eye, thou tassel of a pro- 
digal's purse, thou? Ah, how the poor world is 
pestered with such water-flies, diminutives of nature ! 

Fair, Out, gall 1 

Ther. Finch-egg ! 

Achil. My sweet Patroclus, I am thwarted quite 
From my great purpose in to-morrow's battle. 
Here is a letter from Queen HecubaJ; 
A token from her daughter, my fair love ; 
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Ther. With too much blood, and too little brain, 
these two may run mad ; but if with too much 
brain and too little blood they do, I'll be a curer 
of madmen. Here 's Agamemnon, — an honest 
fellow enough, and one that loves quails, but he 
has not so much brain as ear-wax : and the goodly 
transformation of Jupiter there, his brother, the 
bull, the primitive statue, and oblique memorial of 
cuckolds ; a thrifty shoeing-horn in a chain, hang- 
ing at his brother's leg, — to what form, but that he 
is, should wit larded with malice, and malice forced 
with wit, turn him to 1 To an ass were nothing : 
6e is both ass and ox ; to an ox were nothing : he 
is both ox and ass. To be a dog, a mule, a cat, a 
fitchew, a toad, a lizard, an owl, a puttock, or a 
herring without a roe, 1 would not care ; but to 
be Menelaus, — I would conspire against destiny. 
Ask rae not what I would be, if I were not 
Thersites, for I care not to be the louse of a 
lazar, so I were not Menelaus — Heyday ! spirits 
and fires ! 
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Ajax, No, yonder 't is ; 
There, where we see the lights. 

HecU I trouble you. 

Ajax, No, not a whit. 

88. Here comes himself to guide you. 



Enter Achilles. 

AchiL "Welcome, brave Hector : welcome, princes 

all. 
Agam, So now, fair prince of Troy, I bid good 
night. 
Ajax commands the guard to tend on you. 

Hect Thanks and good night to the Greeks' 

general. 
Mwh Good night, my lord. 
Hect, Good night, sweet Lord Menelaus. 
Ther. Sweet draught : sweet, quoth 'a ! sweet 
sink, sweet sewer. 

AchU, Good night, and welcome, both at once to 
those 
That go or taiTy. 
Agam. Good night. 

[Exeunt Agamemnon and Menelaus. 
AchiL Old Nestor tarries ; and you too, Diomed, 
Keep Hector company an hour or two. 

Dio. I cannot, lord ; I have important business. 
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The tide whereof is now. — Good night, great 
Hector. 

HecL Give me your hand. 

TIly88, [Aside to Troilus.] Follow his torch, he 
goes to Calchas' tent : 
I '11 keep you company. 

Tro, Sweet sir, you honour me. 

Hect And so, good night. 

l^Eodt DiOMEDES; Ulys8es and Troilvs folloiomg. 

Achil, Come, come ; enter my tent 

[Exeunt Achilles, Hector, Ajax, and Nestor. 

Ther. That same Diomed's a false-hearted rogue, 
a most unjust knave : I will no more trust him 
when he leers, than I will a serpent when he hisses. 
He will spend his mouth and promise, like Brabbler 
the hound; but when he performs, astronomers 
foretell it : it is prodigious, there will come some 
change : the sun borrows of the moon, when Diomed 
keeps his word. I will rather leave to see Hector, 
than not to dog him : they say he keeps a Trojan 
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SoEKB IL — ^The Same. Before Calohas' Tent. 

Enter Diomedes. 

Dio, What, are you up here, ho? speak. 

Gal {Within,\ Who calls? 

Dio. Diomed — Calchas, I think. — Where 's your | 

daughter 1 
C<d, \Within,'\ She comes to you. 

Enter Tboilus cmd Ulysses, at a distance ; a/ter 
them, Thebsites. 

Ulyss. Stand where the torch may not discover us. 

ErUer Crbssida. 

Tro. Cressid comes forth to him I 

Dio. How now, my charge 1 

Cres. Now, my sweet guardian. — Hark 1 a word 
with you. • [Whi^^fi- 

Tro. Yea, so familiar ! 

Ulyss, She will sing any man at first sight 

Ther. And any man may sing her, if he can take 
her cliff ; she 's noted. 

Dio. Will you remember 1 

Cres. Remember] yes. 

Dio, Nay, but do then ; 
And let your mind be coupled with your words. 
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Tro, What should she remember. 

Ulyss. List! 

Crea, Sweet honey Greek, tempt me no more to 
folly. 

Ther, Roguery 1 

Dio, Nay, then, — 

Ores, I '11 tell you what, — 

Dio, Pho, pho ! come, tell a pin : you are for- 
sworn. 

Ores. In faith, I cannot. What would you have 
me do? 

Tlier, A juggling trick, — to be secretly open. 

Dio. What did you swear you would bestow on 
mel 

Ores, I pry'thee, do not hold me to mine 
oath ; 
Bid me do anything but that, sweet Greek. 

Dio, Good night. 

Tro, Hold, patience ! 

Ulyss, How now, Trojan ? 
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Ulyss. You are moved, prince : let us depart, I 
pray you, 
Lest your displeasure should enlarge itself 
To wrathful terms : this place is dangerous ; 
The time right deadly : I beseech you, go. 

Tro, Behold, I pray you I 

Ulyaa, Nay, good my lord, go off : 

You flow to great distraction ; come, my lord. 

Tro, I pray thee, stay. 

Uly88, You have not patience ; come. 

Tro, I pray you, stay. By hell, and all hell's 
torments, 
1 will not speak a word ! — 

Dio. And so, good night. 

Cres, Nay, but you part in anger. — 

Tro, Doth that grieve thee % 

withered truth ! 

Ulyss, Why, how now, lord ? 

Tro. l^j Jove, 

1 will be patient. — 

Cres, Guardian ! — why, Greek ! 

Dio, Pho, pho ! adieu ; you palter. 

Cres, In faith, I do not: come hither once 

again. — 
Ulyss, You shake, my lord, at something : ' will 

you go % 
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You will break out. 

Tro. She strokes his cheek 1 

Tllyss. Come, come. 

Tro. Nay, stay; by Jove, I will not speak a 
word : 
fhere is between my will and all offences 
A guard of patience :-^stay a little while. 

Ther, How the devil Luxury, with his fat rump 
and potato-finger, tickles these together! Fry, 
lechery, fry ! — 

Dio. But will you then 1 

Ores, In faith, I will, la; never trust me 
else. 

Dio, Give me some token for the surety of it. 

Grea, I '11 fetch you one. — \Exit, 

Ulyaa, You have sworn patience. 

Tro. Fear me not, sweet lord ; 

I will not be myself, nor have cognition 
Of what I feel : I am all patience. 

Re-enter Cressida. 
Ther. Now the pledge ; now, now, now I 
Crea. Here, Diomed, keep this sleeve. — 
Tro. O beauty, where is thy faith ? 
Ulyae. My lord,- - 

Tro. I will be patient ; outwardly, I will. — 
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Ores, You look upon that sleeve : behold it 
well — 
He loved me — ^O false wench ! — Give 't me again. 

Dio, Whose was 't 1 

Cres. It is no matter, now I have 't again. 
I will not meet with you to-morrow night : 
I pr^ythee, Diomed, visit me no more. 

Ther. Now she sharpens : — ^well said, whet- 
stone I — 

Dio, I shall have it. 

Ores. What, this ! 

Dio. Ay, that 

Cres, O, all you gods ! — O pretty, pretty pledge ! 
Thy master now lies thinking in his bed 
Of thee, and me ; and sighs, and takes my glove, 
Aiid gives memorial dainty kisses to it. 
As I kiss thee. — Nay, do not snatch it from me ; 
He that takes that doth take my heart withal 

Dio, I had your heart before ; this follows it — 

Tro, I did swear patience. — 

Cres, You shall not have it, Diomed ; 'faith, you 
shall not; 
I *11 give you something else. 

Dio. I will have this. Whose was it t 

Cres, T is no matter. 

Dio, Come, tell me whose it was. 
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Gres, T was one's that loved me better than you 
wiU. 
But, now you have it, take it. 
Dio, Whose was it % 

Ores. By all Diana's waiting-women, yond, 
And by herself, I will not tell you whose. 
'^ Dio, To-morrow will 1 wear it on my helm, 
And grieve his spirit that dares not challenge it. — 
Tro, Wert thou the devil, and wor'st it on thy 
horn. 
It should be challenged. — 

Crea, Well, well, 't is done, *t is past ; — and yet 
it is not : 
I will not keep my word. 

Dio, Why then, farewell ; 

Thou never shalt mock Diomed again. 

Ores, You shall not go. — One cannot speak a 
word. 
But it straight starts you. 

Dio, I do not like this fooling. — 

Th&r. l^or I, by Pluto : but that that likes not 
me, 
Pleases me best. 

Dio, What, shall I come 1 the hour 1 
Cres, Ay, come ; — O Jove ! — do come : — I shall 
be plagued. 
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Dio, Farewell till then. 

Grea, Good night : I pr'ythee, come. — 

[Exit DiOMEDES. 

Troilus, farewell ! one eye yet looks on thee, 

But with my heart the other eye doth see. 

Ah, poor our sex ! this fault in us I find, 

The error of our eye directs our mind : 

What error leads, must err. Oh, then conclude. 

Minds swayed by eyes are full of turpitude. [^EodL 

Ther, A proof of strength she could not publish 
more, 
Unless she said, * My mind is now turned whore,' 

Uly88, All 's done, my lord. 

Tro. It is. 

Ulyss, Why stay we then f 

Tro, To make a recordation to my soul 
Of every syllable that here was spoke. 
But if I tell how thesa two did co-act, 
Shall I not lie in publishing a truth % 
Sith yet there is a credence in my heart, 
An esperance so obstinately strong. 
That doth invert the attest of eyes and ears ; 
As if those organs had deceptious functions, 
Created only to calumniate. 
Was Cressid here ? 

Uly88. I cannot conjure, Trojan, 
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Tro. She was not, sure. 

Ulyss, Most sure she was. 

Tro, Why, my negation hath no taste of madness. 

V2y88. Nor mine, my lord: Cressid was here but 
now. 

Tro. Let it not be believed for womanhood 1 
Think, we had mothers : do not give advantage 
To stubborn critics, — apt, without a theme, 
For depravation, — ^to square the general sex 
By Cressid's rule : rather think this not Cressid. 

Ulyas. What hath she done, prince, that can soil 
our mothers 1 

Tro. Nothing at all, unless that this were sha 

Ther, Will he swagger himself out on 's own 
eyes? 

Tro, This she 1 no, this is Diomed's Cressida. 
If beauty have a soul, this is not she : 
If souls guide vows, if vows be sanctimonies, 
If sanctimony be the gods' delight. 
If there be rule in unity itself. 
This is not she. O madness of discourse, 
That cause sets up with and against thyself ! 
Bi-fold authority ! where reason can revolt 
Without perdition, and loss assume all reason 
Without revolt : this is, and is not, Cressid I 
Within my soul there doth conduce a fight 
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Of this strange nature, that a thing inseparate 
Divides more wider than the sky and earth ; 
And yet the spacious breadth of this division 
Admits no orifice for a point as subtle 
As Ariachne's broken woof, to enter. 
Instance, O instance ; strong as Pluto's gates ; 
Cressid is mine, tied with the bonds of heaven : 
Instance, O instance ! strong as heaven itself ; 
The bonds of heaven are slipped, dissolved, and 

loosed ; 
And with another knot, five-finger-tied, 
The fractions of her faith, orts of her love. 
The fragments, scraps, the bits, and greasy reliquea 
Of her o'er-eaten faith, are bound to Diomed. 

Ulyss, May worthy Troilus be half attached 
With that which here his passion doth express ? 

Tro. Ay, Greek ; and that shall be divulg^ well 
In characters as red as Mars his heart 
Inflamed with Yenus : never did young man fancy 
With so eternal and so fixed a soul. 
EEark, Greek ; — as much as I do Cressid love. 
So much by weight hate I her Diomed ; 
That sleeve is mine that he '11 bear in his helm : 
Were it a casque composed by Vulcan's skill, 
My sword should bite it. Not the dreadful spout 
Which shipmen do the hurricane call, 
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Constringed in mass by the almighty sun, 
Shall dizzy with more clamour Neptune's ear 
In his descent, than shall my prompted sword 
Falling on Dioined 

Ther. He '11 tickle it for his concupy. 

Tro, O Cressid ! O false Cressid ! false, false, 
false ! 
Let all untruths stand by thy stained name, 
And they '11 seem glorious. 

Ulyss, O, contain yourself ; 

Your passion draws ears hither. 

Enter ^neas. 
^ne, I have been seeking you this hour, my lord. 
Hector by this is arming him in Troy ; 
Ajax, your guard, stays to conduct you home. 
Tro. Have with you, prince. — My courteous 
lord, adieu. — 
Farewell, revolted fair ! — and, Diomed, 
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me anything for the intelligence of this whore : 
the parrot will not do more for an almond, than he 
for a commodious, drab. Lechery, lechery; still, 
wars and lechery : nothing else holds fashion. A 
burning devil take them 1 [Eocit, 



SoENB III. — ^Troy. Before Priam's Palace. 

IhUer Heotob and Andbomachb. 

And. When was my lord so much ungently 
tempered, 
To stop his ears against admonishment 1 
Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to-day. 

Hect. You train me to offend you ; get you gone : 
By all the everlasting gods I '11 go. 
And. My dreams will, sure, prove ominous to the 

day. 
Hect, No more, I say. 

JSnter Cassandra. 

Cos. Where is my brother Hector ? 

And. Here, sister, armed and bloody in intent. 
Oonsort with me in loud and dear petition ; 
Pursue we him on knees ; for I have dreamed 
Of bloody turbulence, and this whole night 
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Hath nothing been but shapes and forms of 
slaughter. 

Ca8, 0, 'tis true. 

Hect Ho I bid my trumpet sound 1 

Ga8. No notes of sally for the heavens, sweet 
brother. 

Heet Be gone, I say ; the gods have heard me 
swear. 

Cos. The gods are deaf to hot and peevish vows : 
They are polluted offerings, more abhorred 
Than spotted livers in the sacrifice. 

And. 0, be persuaded : do not count it holy 
To hurt by being just : it is as lawful. 
For we would give much, to use violent thefts, 
And rob in the behalf of charity. 

Cos. It is the purpose that makes strong the vow ; 
But vows to every purpose must not hold : 
Unarm, sweet Hector. 

Hect Hold you still, I say ; 

Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate : 
life every man holds dear ; but the brave man 
Holds honour far more precious-dear than life. — 

Ervter TROiLua 
How now, young man ! mean'st thou to fight 
to-dayl 
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And, Oassandra, call my fiither to persuade. 

[ExU CA8SA3Sn>BJL 

Heek No^ ' ^th young Troilus ; doff thy ham^ yw, 
yoath; 
I am to-day i' the vein of chivalry. 
Let grow thy sinews till their knots he strong, 
And tempt not yet the hmshes of the war. 
Unarm thee, go ; and doubt thou not brave boy, 
111 stand to-day for thee, and me, and Troy. 

Tro. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you. 
Which better fits a lion than a man. 

Hect. What vice is that^ good Troilusi chide 
me for it 

Tro. When many times the captive Grecian 
falls, 
Even in the fan and wind of your &dr sword 
You bid them rise and live. 

HecL 0, 'tb fair play. 

Tro. Fool's play, by heaven, Hector. 

HecL How now 1 how now % 

Tro. For the love of all the goda^ 

Let 's leave the hermit pity with our mothers, 
And when we have our armours buckled on, 
The venomed vengeance ride upon our swords. 
Spar them to ruthful work, rein them from ruth. 

Hecl» Fie, savage, fie 1 
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Tro. O Hector, then 'tis wars. 

Hect, Troilus, I would not have you fight to- 
day. 

Tro. Who should withhold me % 
Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars. 
Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire ; 
Not Priamus and Hecuba on knees, 
Their eyes o'ergalled with recourse of tears ; 
Nor you, my brother, with your true sword drawn 
Opposed to hinder me, should stop my way, 
But by my ruin. 

Re-enter Cassandra with Priam. 

Cos. Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him fast : 
He is thy crutch j now, if thou lose thy stay. 
Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee, 
Fall all together. 

Pri, Come, Hector, come ; go back : 

Thy wife hath dreamed ; thy mother hath had 
visions ; 
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Even in the faith of valour to appear 
This morning to them. 

Fri, Ay, but thou shalt not ga 

HecL. I must not break my faith. 
You know me dutiful ; therefore, dear sir, 
Let me not shame respect, but give me leave 
To take that course by your consent and voice, 
Which you do here forbid me, royal Priam. 

Cos. Priam, yield not to him. 

And. Do not, dear fetther. 

Sect. Andromache, I am offended with you : 
Upon the love you bear me, get you in. 

[Exit Andromache. 

Tro, This foolish, dreaming, superstitious girl 
Makes all these bodements. 

Cos, O farewell, dear Hector 1 

Look, how thou diest ! look, how thy eye turns 

pale I 
Look, how thy wounds do bleed at many vents ! 
Hark, how Troy roars ! how Hecuba cries out ! 
How poor Andromache shrills her dolour forth ! 
Behold, distraction, frenzy, and amazement^ 
Like witless anticks one another meet^ 
And all cry—* Hector I ' * Hector 's dead I ' O 
Hector 1 

Tra. Away ! away ! 
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Cos, Farewell — Yet, soft ! — Hector, I take my 
leave: 
Thou dost thyself, and all our Troy deceive. [Exit, 
Hect, You are amazed, my liege, at her exclaim. 
Go in and cheer the town : we '11 forth and fight, 
Do deeds worth praise, and tell you them at night. 
PrL Farewell, the gods with safety stand about 
thee. 

[Exeunt severally Priam and Hector. 

[Alarums. 
Tro. They are at it ; hark ! — Proud Diomed, 
believe, 
I oome to lose my arm, or win my sleeve. [Going. 

Enter Pandarus. 
Pan, Do you, hear, my lord ] do you hear ] 
Tro, What now 1 

Fan. Here 's a letter come from yond poor girL 
Tro. Let me read. 
Pan. A whoreson tisick, a whoreson rascally 
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Tro. Words, words, mere words ; no matter from 
the heart ; \TeaTvng the letter. 

The effect doth operate another way. — 
Go^ wind to wind, there turn and change together. — 
My love with words and errors still she feeds, 
But edifies another with her deeds. 

[Exeunt severally. 



SoBNE rV. — ^Between Troy and the Grecian Camp. 

Alarums: Excwraions, -E^n^er Thersites. 

Ther, Now they are clapper-clawing one another : 
111 go look on. That dissembling abominable 
varlet, Diomed, has got that same scurvy doting 
foolish young knave's sleeve of Troy there in his 
helm : I would fain see them meet ; that that same 
young Trojan ass, that loves the whore there, might 
send that Greekish whoremasterly villain with the 
sleeve, back to the dissembling luxurious drab, of 
a sleeveless errand. O' the other side, the policy 
of those crafty swearing rascals, — that stale old 
mouse-eaten dry cheese, Nestor, and that same dog- 
fox Ulysses — ^is not proved worth a blackberry :— 
they set me up, in policy, that mongrel cur, Ajaz, 
against that dog of as bad a kind, Achilles; and 
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now is the cur Ajax prouder than the cur Achilles, 
and will not arm to-day : whereupon the Grecians 
begin to proclaim barbarism, and policy grows into 
an ill-opinion. Softl here comes sleeve, and t' 
other. 

Bnter Diombdes, Tb,oijajs foUoiovng, 

Tro, Fly not ; for shouldst thou take the river 
Styx, 
I would swim after. 

Dio. Thou dost miscall retire : 

I do not fly, but advantageous care 
Withdrew me from the odds of multitude. 
Have at thee ! 

Theft, Hold thy whore, Grecian ! — ^now for thy 

whore, Trojan 1 — now the sleeve I now the sleeveless I 

\EQixunt Tboilus <md Diomedes, fighting. 

Enter Heotob. 

HecL What art thou, Greek? art thou for 
Hector's match 1 
Art thou of blood and honour 1 

Ther. No, no, — I am a rascal ; a scurvy railing 
knave ; a very filthy rogue. 

Hect I do believe thee : — ^live. [EociL 

Ther, God-a-mercy, that thou wilt believe me ; 
but a plague break thy neck, for frighting me I 
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What's become of the wenching rogues 1 I think, 
they have swallowed one another : I would laugh 
at that miracle ; — yet, in a sort, lechery eats itself. 
I '11 seek them. [Exit. 



Scene V. — The Same. 
Enter Diomedes and a Servant, 

Dio, Go, go, my servant, take thou Troilus* 
horse ; 
Present the fair steed to my Lady Cressid. 
Fellow, commend my service to her beauty : 
Tell her, I have chastised the amorous Trojan, 
And am her knight by proof. 

Serv, I go, my lord. [Eodt, 

Enter Agamemnon. 
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Sore hurt and bruised ; the dreadful Sagittary 
Appals our numbers. Haste we, Diomed, 
To reinforcement, or we perish all. 

Enter Nestor. 
NesL Gk), bear Patroclus' body to Achilles ; 
And bid the snail-paced Ajax arm for shame.— 
There is a thousand Hectors in the field : 
Now here he fights on Galathe his horse, 
And there lacks work -, anon, he 's there af oot^ 
And there they fly, or die, like scaled sculls 
Before the belching whale ; then is he yonder, 
And there the strawy Greeks, ripe for his edge, 
Fall down before him, like the mower's swath : 
Here, there, and everywhere, he leaves and takes ; 
Dexterity so obeying appetite 
That what he will he does ; and does so much, 
That proof is called impossibility. 

Enter Ulysses. 
UVyss, O, courage, courage, princes ! great Achilles 
Is arming, weeping, cursing, vowing vengeance : 
Patroclus' wounds have roused his drowsy blood. 
Together with his mangled Myrmidons, s 
That noseless, handless, hacked and chipped, come 
to him, 
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Crying on Hector. Ajax hatli lost a friend, 
And foams at mouth, and he is armed, and at it, 
Roaring for Troilus ; who hath done to-day 
Mad and fantastic execution ; 
Engaging and redeeming of himself 
With such a careless force and forceless care 
As if that luck, in very spite of cunning. 
Bade him win all. 

Enter Ajax. 
Ajax. Troilus ! thou coward Troilus ! [Eocit. 

Dio. Ay, there, there. 

I^est So, so, we draw together. 

Enter Achilles. 
AchiL Where is this Hector] 

Come, come, thou boy-queller, show thy face ; 
Know what it is to meet Achilles angry. 
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Enter Diomedes. 
Dio. Troilus, I say ! where's Troilus ? 
Ajax. What wouldst thou 1 

Dio, I would correct him. 

Ajax, Were I the general, thou shouldst have 
my oflSce 
Ere that correction. — ^Troilus, I say ! what, Troilus 1 

Enter Troilus. 

Tro, traitor Diomed ! — turn thy false face, 
thou traitor, 
And pay the life thou ow'st me for my horse 1 
Dio, Ha ! art thou there 1 

Ajax. 1 11 fight with him alone ; stand, Diomed. 
Dio. He is my prize ; I will not look upon 
Tro, Come both, you cogging Greeks ; have at 
you both. [^Exeunt, fighting. 

Enter Hector. 
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Achil. I do disdain thy courtesy, proud Trojan. 
Be happy that my arms are out of use : 
My rest and negligence befriend thee now, 
But thou anon shalt hear of me again ; 
Till when, go seek thy fortune. [Exit 

Hect, Fare thee well. — 

I would have been much more a fresher man, 
Had I expected thee. 

Re-enter Troilus. 

How now, my brother? 
Tro. Ajax hath ta'en ^neas : shall it be 1 
No, by the flame of yonder glorious heaven, 
He shall not carry him : I '11 be ta'en too. 
Or bring him off: — Fate, hear me what 1 say ! 
I reck not though I end my life to-day. \_Exit 

Enter one in sumptuous armour. 
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Scene VII. — Another Pait of the Plain. 

Enter Achilles, with Myrmidona, 

Achil, Oome here about me, you my Myrmidons > 
Mark what I say. Attend me where I wheel : 
Strike not a stroke, but keep yourselves in breath ; 
And when I have the bloody Hector found, 
Empale him with your weapons round about ; 
In fellest manner execute your aims. 
Follow me, sirs, and my proceedings eye : — 
It is decreed Hector the great must die. [Exeunt, 

Enter Menelaus and Paris, fighting : then, 

Thersites. 
Th,er. The cuckold and the cuckold-maker are at 
it, Now, bull ! now, dog ! 'Loo, Paris, 'loo ! now, 
my double-henned sparrow ! 'loo, Paris, 'loo ! The 
bull has the game : — 'ware horns, ho ! 
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am a bastard begot, bastard instmcted, bastard in 
mind, bastard in valour, in everything illegitimate. 
One bear will not bite another, and wherefore 
should one bastard) Take heed, the quarrel's 
most ominous to us : if the son of a whore fight for 
a whore, he tempts judgment Farewell, bastard. 
Matt. The devil take thee, coward ! [JExeunL 



SoBKB VUL — ^Another Part of the Plain. 

Enter Hjectob. 

Hect. Most putrefi^ core, so fair without. 
Thy goodly armour thus hath cost thy life. 
Now is my day's work done ; I '11 take good breath : 
Best, sword ; thou hast thy fill of blood and death I 
[FtUs off his helmet^ and lays his svxrrd aside^ 

Enter Achilles cmd Myrmidons. 

AchiL Look, Hector, how the sun begins to set ; 
How ugly night comes breathing at his heels : 
Even with the vail and darkening of the sun. 
To close the day up, Hector^s life is done. 

HecU I am unarmed : forego this vantage^ 
Greek. 
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AchU. Strike, fellows, strike : this is tlie man I 
seek. [B.ECTOU falls. 

So, Ilion, fall thou next ! now, Troy, sink down ! 
Here lies thy heart, thy sinews, and thy bone. 
On, Myrmidons ; and cry you all amain, 
* Achilles hath the mighty Hector slain.' 

[A retreat sounded. 
Hark ! a retreat upon our Grecian part. 

Myr. The Trojan trumpets sound the like, my 

lord. 
Achil, The dragon wing of night o'ei-spreads the 
earth. 
And, stickler-like, the armies separate. 
My half-supped sword, that frankly would have fed, 
Pleased with this dainty bit, thus goes to bed. — 

[Sheathes his sword. 
Come, tie his body to my horse's tail ; 
Along the field I will the Trojan trail. [ExeunL 
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Nest. Peace, drums ! 

[TTi^Am.] Achilles ! Achilles ! Hector 's slain 1 
Achilles I 

Dio, The bruit is, Hector 's slain, and by Achilles. 

Ajax, If it be so, yet bragless let it be : 
Great Hector was a man as good as he. 

Agam, March patiently along. — Let one be sent 
To pray Achilles see us at our tent. — 
If in his death the gods have us beMended, 
Great Troy is ours, and our sharp wars are ended. 

[Exeunt ma/rchmg. 



SoBNB X. — ^Another part of the Field. 

Enter -^neas and Trojan forcet, 

JEne, Stand, ho ! yet are we masters of the 
field. 
Never go home : here starve we out the night 

Enter Troilus. 
Tro, Hector is slain. 

All Hector ?--The gods forbid ! 

Tro. He 's dead ; and at the murderer's horse's 
• tail. 
In beastly sort, dragged through the shameful 
field— 
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Frown on, you heavens, effect your rage with speed 1 
Sit, gods, upon your thrones, and smite at Troy ! 
I say, at once let your brief plagues be mercy, 
And linger not our sure destructions on ! 

j^ne, Mj lord, you do discomfort all the host. 

Tro. You understand me not that tell me sa 
I do not speak of flight, of fear, of death ; 
But dare all imminence that gods and men 
Address their dangers in. Hector is gone ! 
Who shall tell Priam so, or Hecuba ? 
Let him that will a screech-owl aye be called 
Go in to Troy, and say there^Hector's dead : 
There is a word will Priam turn to stone, 
Make wells and Niobes of the maids and wives, 
Cold statues of the youth ; and, in a word, 
Scare Troy out of itself. But, march, away 2 
Hector is dead ; there is no more to say. 
Stay yet. — You vile abominable tents, 
Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains. 
Let Titan rise as early as he dare, 
1 11 through and through you ? — And thou great- 
sized coward. 
No space of earth shall sunder our two hates : 
I '11 haunt thee like a wicked conscience still, 
That mouldeth goblins swift as frenzy thoughts. — 
Strike a free march to Troy ! — with comfort go : 
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Hope of xeYenge shall hide oar inwaid woa 

\BxemU 2&s%AB and Trojan Farces^ 

A» Tboilub is going atU, enier^Jrom the other nde 
Fahdabus. 

Pan, But hear 700, hear jou ! 
Tro, Henoey broker-lack^ ! ignomj and shanie 
PurBue thy li£e, and lire aye witii thy name. [^Rdi 
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INTRODUCTION. 



Shakespeare's Coriolamis was first printed in the folio 
of 1623, and is usually regarded as one of Shakespeare's 
latest plays. Edmond Malone ascribed it conjecturally 
to the year 1610. There is no evidence of a preceding 
play on the same subject by any other dramatist, and as 
Coriolanug was entered at Stationers' Hall on the 8th of 
November, 1623, to Isaac Jaggard and Edward Blount, 
printers of the first folio, as one of the copies that had 
not previously been " entered to other men,'* we know 
for certain that there had been no issue of this play in 
quarto. Shakespeare drew the story from no other 
source than Plutarch's Life of Coriolanus in Sir Thomas 
North's translation. 

The shaping of the play is so contrived as to set forth 
most vividly the strength of our home ties. The bowing 
of the spirit of a proud, unconquerable warrior, impelled 
by the strongest of all other passions, to the love of wife. 
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his UTatli — stronger than death. The pride and passion 
of the mighty man of war are not the foremost features 
of the tale. The more Goriolanos is represented as the 
proud patrioian, the tierce warrior whom nothing daunts, 
the more clearly is shown the power of that love which 
is strongest of all, as wholesome to us and familiar as 
the air we breathe. Shakespeare's first introduction of 
this power allies it to the daily life in all our homes : 
" Enter Yolumnia and Yirgilia, mother and wife to Mar- 
tins : They set them downe on two lowe stooles and 
sowe." 

The First Act of the play opens with mutiny in Rome, 
and Caius Marcius regarded as chief enemy to the people. 
The voice of the Second Citizen represents a kindlier tone 
of consideration for his public serrice, but it is from the 
First Citizen, who loves him least, that there oomes chance 
recognition of his home affection. ''He pays himself 
with being proud . . . what he hath done famously, 
he did it to that end : though sof t-consoienced men can 
be content to say it was for his country, he did it to 
please his mother, and to be partly proud." After this 
opening sketch of the character of Coriolanus as seen 
through the distance between him and the people, whom . 
he scorns, Menenius Agrippa, who is known for a peace- 
maker, enters upon the scene, with the good word of the 
Second Citizen, to which even the First Citizen assents. In 
the folios the numbering of the citizens, after the entrance 
of Menenius Agrippa, is reversed by an obvious error that 
was first corrected by Malone. 

Menenius Agrippa represents in the life of Coriolanus 
the man most beloved of all who are not bound to him by 
the domestic tie. He is the old family friend, who takes, 
as nearly as friend can, a father's place ; with pride in 
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his Bon*8 successes, zeal to maintain his honour and pro- 
sperity, and joy in all signs 'of a love returned. Menenios 
Agrippa is^ like Gk>nzalo in the Tempest, a good old states- 
man full of genial kindliness, who believes in his friend, his 
dinner, and his joke, and has a generous fidelity that gives 
him influence and wins him trust. But these two kindly 
elders are well distinguished from each other. Menenius 
had more vigour to lead in service of the state, and a nature 
more* lively in utterance. Gonzalo could not in a mom^it 
of delight cry " Hoo 1 ** and throw his cap into the air. 
Menenius is a patrician with as much contempt of the 
populace as Coriolanas, but his contempt is mingled with 
the spirit of good-fellowship ; he has no bitterness of 
scorn, but to citizens and tribunes speaks his ill-opinion 
of them with so much whimsical playfulness that they 
do not hold him o ' an enemy, however free the plainness 
of his speech. There is good-humour even in his. wrath, 
and when he is sent back with a cracked heart to Home, 
the old gleams of a kindly fancy play like household fire 
upon the ruin that shuts in his life. Menenius, when he 
comes among the mutinous plebeians, addresses them at 
once as his countrymen, as his good friends, his honest 
, neighbours, wins their attention with a shrewdly applied 
fable, and then comes down with all his weight upon the 
leading malcontent as the great toe of the assembly, yet 
with a good-humour that can win friendly attention to the 
plainest speaking. Then Cains Marcius enters, and, in a 
tone sharpened by contrast with the manner of Menenius, 
pours his contempt upon the people with the bitter scorn 
that turns their hearts against him. In doing so he 
carries on the tale by reporting to Menenius the con- 
cession made to the other troop of mutineers who will have 
tribunes of their own choice ''to defend their vulgar 
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wisdoms." The excess of Ms inroad scorn is strcHigly 

marked-^ 

*< Would tht noMUtf lay Mide fhdF rath 
And let ms VM my sword, Fd make a qnany 
With thonaanda of these quartered slaTet, as hi^ 
As I oould pick " (i.«. pitch) " my lanoe." 

Here ** quarry ** is not derived from the word quadratic, 
■qnared, which gives its name to the place whence stones 
are ont, or to the square bolt shot from a crossbow ; but 
it is from the French euirj skin— a term of the chase. 
When the game was run down fmd killed, there whs a 
regular form of distribution of the parts. The beast was 
skinned, and upon its thick skin — euir — ^the meaner en- 
trails were heaped up as the share of the dogs, who w^re 
let loose upon it. This was called in French the enrSe — 
in English adaptation of the word to English mouths, the 
/quarry." It was a owrie ohaude when given on the 
spot ; a ewr^ froide when preiMured with bread and 
given in the kennel. There is uttermost contempt, there- 
fore, in the comparison of quartered plebeians to this 
food for the dogs, the meanest entrails of the deer. 
Heart, liver, and kidneys were the umbles of the deer, 
which with the skin, head, chine, aud shoulders were given 
to the keeper and his men. The venison pasty was served 
at the dais, the umble pie or humble pie at the servants* 
table, whence ''eating humble pie*' meant having taken a 
place at the servants* table. Cains Maroius did not look 
so high as the tmibles for a parallel to the best flesh of 
the plebeians. 

Let it be said here that the Coriolanus legend is ascribed 
to the year B.o. 490, about which time a temple is said 
to have been founded to " Fortuna Muliebris,** Fortune of 
Women's Bringing. But there was a famine in the year 
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B.O. 470, and there were terms like those of Ooriolanm 
between Romans and Yolscians, B.C. 468. In the de- 
mands for tribunes and for oom at the beginning of 
the play, Shakespeare nnites the story of the secession 
to the Saored Mount provoked by the law of debts, with a 
later outbreak caused by the opposition of Cqriolanus to 
the distribution of the contents of Sicilian corn-ships. 
In this way the poet gets a larger expression of the need 
of the great htULgry mass — bread, and a voice to represent 
their claims on the attention of the rich. The action of 
the legend from which Shakespeare takes his play extends 
over six years. In the play all its events follow close on 
one another as parts of a single thought. 

After the contempt poured by Gains Marcius upon the 
common people follows at once, through senators who 
enter with the generals Oominius and Titus Lartius, the 
knowledge that the Yolscians are in arms, and that there 
is old rivalry in war between Cains Harcius and Aufidius, 
the Yolscian leader. Gains Marcius goes to the war under 
the command of Gominius, leaving the sting behind him 
of his insolent contempt, resented by the tribunes of the 
people. 

The scene changes to Gorioli, showing the plans of the 
Yolscians; on the side of Aufidius, also the rivalry 
betwiien him and Marcius ; and the resolve to give battle 
to the Romans in the open field while also defending the 
city against siege. 

Now follows the scene with the women in the home of 
Marcius. Enter Yolumnia and Yirgilia. They sit down on 
two low stools and sew. Yolumnia is the high-hearted 
Roman mother, Yirgilia the tender-hearted Roman wife. 
The thoughts of both are on their absent warrior, the 
mother glorying in his glory, the wife overwrought with 
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oares about his safety. The talk is home talk. The 
lady Valeria enters as a friend and gossip ; talk is of 
bhe child, of needlework, of visiting. Volumnia goes 
with Valeria to pay visits, but Virgilia is too anzioos to 
go abroad. It would need little change to translate aU 
into a home scene of this year 1888 among the ladies in 
the drawing-room. And simple and quiet as it all looks, 
here, in the heart of home, the power lies that saves a 
state, and is to that end stronger than armies or the 
shrewdest schemes of politicians. 

Again Shakespeare uses the effect of contrast by 
passing from this picture of the women in the home to 
the most vivid painting of the men upon the field of battle. 
Maroius, in the attack upon Corioli, is shown, after 
battling single-handed within the gates suddenly closed 
on him, re-entering covered with blood, and, after the 
taking of Corioli, eager to rush at once into the other 
battle which is being fought, not far off, in the open 
field. Without rest, his brow covered with blood, he 
hurries to the fight in which Cominius, engaged with 
Aufidius, has withdrawn his force for rest. His eager 
question is : "Am I too late ? " He leads chosen followers 
against Aufidius himself, and is victor in two battles, 
before, wounded and covered with the blood of enemies, ho 
thinks of rest. Among these incidents the rivalry between 
Cains Marcius and Aufidius is shown with a fresh 
emphasis, and the nobler side of the proud spirit of 
Marcius appears in his impatience of the praise and 
the rewards that precede the conferring on him of the 
name of Coriolanus for what he did before Corioli. His 
generosity of nature also is associated with the incidout 
that shows him at last faint from the long toil and loss 
of blood. And still the more the poet magnifies the 
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warrior's might, the more he magnifies God's gift of 
kindred love that is stronger than it all — ^the power of 
the women, who are no sword-bearers, but sit on their 
low stools and sew. 

After this has been shown, the First Aot ends with a 
scene in the camp of the Yolscians, which points straight to 
the last scene of the play. In the rivalry between Oorio- 
lanus and Tollos Aofidins, we find Anfidius declaring 
that his 

" Bmolation 
Hath not the honour in 't, it had ; for where 
I thought to crush him in an equal force. 
True sword to sword, 1 11 potch at him some way ; 
Or wrath or craft may get him." 

We learn at the close of the First Act the temper of the 
rival at whose hearth Ooriolanus will stand in the fifth 
scene of the Fourth Act, and by whose friends and with 
whose assent Ooriolanus will be assassinated in the last 
scene of the play. At the close of the First Act, Aufidins 
says — 

*' Nor sleep, nor sanctuary, 
Being uaked, sick ; nor fane, nor Capitol, 
The prayers of priests, nor times of sacrifice, 
Embarquements all of fury, shall lift up 
Their rotten privilege and custom 'gainst 
My hate to Marciu^. Where I find him, were it 
At home, upon my brother's guard, even there, 
Against the hospitable canon, would I 
Wash my fierce hand in 's heart" 

In this way Shakespeare's plays, as those of any good 
dramatist needs must, abound in artistic f oreshadowings 
and preparations for events to come. 

The Second Act tells of the return of Coriolanus to 
Bome, and his election to the Consulship by voice of the 
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Senate ; and by the voices of the people, so c<mtemptaou8ly 
sought l^at, although given, with incitement from the 
tribunes, they are, at the close of the act, on the point of 
being revoked by the unstable crowd. In this act also, in 
the midst of the picturing of the proud spirit of Oorio- 
lanus, Shakespeare gives a central place to the ties of 
home. Volumnia is abroad, proud of his new achieve- 
ments, to receive h^ son, impatient to meet him, as she 
tells her tidings of his triumph. "Good ladies, let's go. — 
Yes, yes, yes, the senate has letters from the general, 
wherein he gives my son the whole name of the war." 
Virgilia is with Volumnia, and she is silent, anxious still 
with dread of hurt to him she loves ; and when Goriolanus 
enters, after short putting aside of the praise showered on 
him, all his care is for his mother and his wife, who meet 
him : and, giving a hand to each, it is between his wife 
and mother that he goes forward to the CapitoL 

In the Third Act he and the tribunes who direct the 
people come into conflict, and this act ends with hia 
banishment. When his stubborn spirit is shown in action, 
and the kindly old Menenius labours in all ways to pour 
oil over the stormy waters, and seeks to persuade Gorio- 
lanus to bear himself mildly, the influence of the mother 
over the son is made the foremost feature of the scene. 
Preparing for what is to follow, the act opens with note of 
the Volsces again making head. GoriolcMius, in his high- 
handed dealing with the people, misses his mother's 
approbation : 

** I muse my mother 
Does not approTe me ftirther." 

The fierce warrior bears his mother's rebuke as if he 
were a child still at her knee. His spirit of scorn breaks 
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oat while lie is trying to obey Ms mother. " Pray be con- 
tent," he had said to her, 

" Mother, I am going to the market-place ; 
Chide me no more." 

" I banish you," was his proud answer to the sentence 
of the people as he turned his back on Rome. 

The Fourth Act shows Coriolanus followed out of Rome*s 
gates by his old friend Menenius, his old general CominioB, 
and his wife and mother ; the Volscians ready for a new 
attack; and Coriolanus, seeking vengeance by alliance 
with the enemies of Rome, stands at the hearth of TuUus 
Aufidiu^ his enemy as well as Rome's. That Aufidins 
received him cordially was due to two causes. The deep 
underlying sense of a great gain to be won by the aid 
of Coriolanus himself as an <lly in war against the Romans 
would make his alliance welcome to the Volscian state ; 
and a mere surface sense of the bold trust in his own 
generosity that prompted his enemy to put himself thus in 
his power, would stir for a time in Aufidins an answering 
emotion, altogether real and for the moment strong, 
though with no deep roots from which i; could draw 
long continuance of life. It was planted rather in the 
soil of an old hatred which had lost all generosity of 
emulation, and in which the new emotion, however 
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old general, Cominins, has pleaded to him in vain. His 
old family friend, Menenius, persuaded to try his skill, 
dnd with a shrewd intention, after his own heart, of 
speaking to him when he has dined, is struck to the 
heart with a cold ** Awaj I " followed bj the declaration, 
" Wife, mother, child I know not." 

But when wife, mother, and child come, it is in vain 
that he cries — 

"Oat, affection I 

All bond and privilege of nature break 1 

Let it be virtuous to be obstinate." 

He melts to tenderness at his wife's gentle reyereaoe — 

" What is that curtesy worth? or those dove's eyes 
Which can make gods forsworn ? I melt, and am not 
Of stronger earth than others. — My mother bows 
As if Olympus to a molehill should 
In supplication nod ; and my young boy 
Hath an aspect of intercession, which 
Great Nature cries, * Deny not.'— Let the Volsces 
Plough Rome and harrow Italy ; 1 11 never 
Be such a gosling to obey instinct, but $Umd 
As i^a man toere aiUhor ofMmselfy 
And knew no other kin." 

But that is exactly what the play shows that a man 
cannot do. Thank Gk)d, these home-ties, of the love of 
Gtod's own shaping for the help of man, are stronger than 
all evil passions, all brute forces of the world. Corio- 
lanus yields to them, and in so doing shows them to b€ 
stronger than death: for he knows well that by hit 
yielding, he places his life in the hands of hii enemy. 
He cries — 

" O mother, mother I 
What have you done ? Behold, the heavens do ope^ 
The gods look down, and this unnatural scene 
They laugh at.— Oh, my mother, mother I Oh, 
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You have won a happy victory to Borne ; 
Bat for your son,— believe it, oh, believe it, — 
Most dangeroasly yon have with him prevailed, 
If not most mortal to him. But let it come. 

And he goes back, as b j a soldier's lionoar he feels that 
he rnnst^ with Aofidins, to be murdered in Cozioli, 
while Borne exnlts in her deliveranoe. H. M. 
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DRAMATIS PBBSOlfJB. 



Caius Mabcius, afterwa.rd9 
OaiubMaboiusCobiolanus, 
anoble Roman. 

Titus Labtius, 

OOMINIUS, 

Mknenius Aobifpa, Frim^ 
to Coriolanue, 

Sioinius_Velotus, X^^Jif^^ 



Junius Bbutus, 



} Generals 
against the 
Volscians, 
*A, Fr 

) Trib 
f '^ 



people, 
Co- 



Totmg Mabcius, Son to 

riolanus, 
A Moman Serald, 
TuLLUS AupiDius, Oenerdl of 

the VoUeians, 



Ideutencuat to AvfiMus, 
Conspirators with Avfidius, 
A Citizen of Antvum, 
Two Volscian Guards. 

VoLUMNiA, Mother to Corio- 

kmus. 
ViRGiLiA, Wife to Coriokmtis. 
Valeria, Friend to VirgUia, 
GeniUwoman attending on 

VirgUia. 

Momanand Volseian Senators, 
PatricianSj ^diles, Lictors, 
Soldiers, Citizens, Messen- 
gers, Servants to AvfidiiM, 
and other AttendaafUe, 



SOENK—'BiilY in Bomb and its neighbourhood; partly 
OoBiOLi and its neighbourhood ; and partly Antium. 



ACT L 

SoENB L — Rome. A Street. 

Enter a company of mutinous Citizens, with staves^ 
clubSf cmd other weapons. 

1 Cit Before we proceed any further, hear me 
speak. 

All. Speak, speak. 

1 Cit. You are all resolved rather to die than to 
famish? 
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AU. Resolved, resolved. 

1 GU. Vint, jon know, C^Los Mardos is chief 
enemy to the peopla 

AIL We know \ we know 'tw 

1 CU. Let us kiU him, and we 11 have com at 
our own price. Is 't a yerdictf 

AU. No more talking on 't ; let it be done : away, 
away 1 

2 CU. One word, good citizens. 

1 Cit, We are accounted poor citizens; the 
patricians, good. What authority surfeits on 
would relieve us : if they would yield us but the 
superfluity, while it were wholesome, we might 
guess they relieved us humanely; but they think we 
are too dear : the leanness that afflicts us, the object 
of our misery, is as an inventory to particulariae 
their abundance ; our sufferance is a gain to them. 
— Let us revenge this with our pikes, ere we 
become rakes : for the gods know I speak this in 
hunger for bread, not in thirst for revenge. 

2 CU, Would you proceed especially against 
Gains Marcius ? 

AU. Against him first : he 's a very dog to the 
commonalty. 

2 CU, Consider you what services he has done 
for his country? 
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1 CU. Very well ; and could be content to give 
him good report for't, but that he pays himself 
with being proud. 

2 Cit Nay, but speak not maliciously. 

1 Cit, I say unto you, what he hath done 
famously, he did it to that end : though soft con- 
scienced men can be content to say it was for his 
country, he did it to please his mother, and to be 
partly proud ; which he is, even to the altitude of 
his virtue. 

2 Cit, What he cannot help in his nature, you 
account a vice in him. You must in no way say 
he is covetous. 

1 Cit If I must not, I need not be barren of 
accusations; he hath faults, with surplus, to tire 
in repetition. [Shouts vnthinJ\ What shouts are 
these 1 The other side o* the city is risen : why 
stay we prating here ? to the Capitol ! 

AU. Come, come. 

1 Cit, Soft, who comes here 1 

2 Cit. Worthy Menenius Agrippa ; one that 
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Men. What work *s, my countrymen, in hand 1 
Where go you 
With bats and clubs? The matter 1 Speak, I 
pray you. 

1 Cit. Our business is not unknown to the 
senate : they have had inkling, this fortnight* 
what we intend to do, which now we '11 show 'em 
in deeds. They say, poor suitors have strong 
breaths : they shall know, we have strong arms 
too. 

Men, Why, masters, my good friends, mine 
honest neighbours, 
Will you undo yourselves ? 

1 Cit. We cannot, sir ; we are undone already. 

Men. I tell you, friends, most charitable care 
Have the patricians of you. For your wants, 
Your su tiering in this dearth, you may as well 
Strike at the heaven with your staves as lift them 
Aerainst the Roman state, whose course will on 
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The helms o* the state, who care for you hke 

fathers, 
When you curse them as enemiea 

1 CU. Care for us ! — True, indeed ! — They ne'er 
oared for us yet : — suffer us to famish, and their 
store-houses crammed with grain ; make edicts for 
usury, to support usurers ; repeal daily any whole- 
some act established against the rich, and provide 
more piercing statutes daily to chain up and 
restrain the poor. If the wars eat us not up, they 
will ; and there 's all the love they bear us. 

Men, Either you must 
Confess yourselves wondrous malicious, 
Or be accused of folly. I shall tell you 
A pretty tale : it may be, you have heard it ; 
But, since it serves my purpose, I will venture 
To stale 't a little more. 

1 Cit, Well, I 'U hear it, sir: yet you must not 
think to fob off our disgrace with a tale : but, an 't 
please you, deliver. 

Men, There was a time, when all the body's 
members 
Rebelled against the belly ; thus accused it : — 
That only like a gulf it did remain 
r ike midst o' the body, idle and unactive, 
Still cupboarding the viand, never bearing 
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like labour with the rest; where th* other in- 
struments 
Did see and hear, devise, instruct, walk, feel 
And, mutually participate, did minister 
Unto the appetite and affection common 
Of the whole body. The belly answered, — 

1 Git Well, sir. 
What answer made the belly % 

Men. Sir, I shall tell you. — With a kind of 
smile. 
Which ne'er came from the lungs, but even thus — 
For, look you, I may make the belly smile, 
As well as speak — it tauntingly replied 
To the discontented members, the mutinous parts 
That envied his receipt ; even so most fitly 
As you malign our senators, for that 
They are not such as you. 

1 Git, Your belly's answer ? What I 

The kingly-crownM head, the vigilant eye, 
The counsellor heart, the arm our soldier, 
Our sfceed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter, 
With other muniments and petty helps 
In this our fabric, if that they — 

Men. What then ? — 

'Fore me, this fellow speaks 1 — What then 1 what 
then? 
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1 CU, Should by the cormorant belly be re- 
strained, 
Who is the sink o* the body, — 

Men, Well, what then 1 

1 CU. The former agents, if they did complain, 
What could the belly suDawer 1 

Men. I will tell you : 

If you 11 bestow a small — of what you have 

little- 
Patience awhile, you 11 hear the belly's answer. 

1 Cit. Ye 're long about it. 

Men. Note me this, good friend ; 

Your most grave belly was deliberate, 
Not rash like his accusers, and thus answered : — 
' True is it, my incorporate friends/ quoth he, 
' That I receive the general food at firsts 
Which you do live upon ; and fit it is. 
Because I am the store-house and the shop 
Of the whole body : but, if you do remember, 
I send it through the rivers of your blood, 
Even to the court, the heart, to the seat o' the 

brain; 
And, through the cranks and offices of man. 
The strongest nerves, and small inferior veins, 
From me receive that natural competency 
Whereby they live ; and though that all at once, 
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You, mj good friends,' — this says the belly, mark 
me, — 

1 Git. Ay, sir ; well, well 

Men, * Though all at once cannot 

See what I do deliver out to each, 
Yet I can make my audit up, that all 
From me do back receive the flour of all, 
And leave me but the bran.' What say you to 't 1 

1 Cit It was an answer. How apply you this ? 

Men. The senators of Rome are this good belly, 
And you the mutinous members: for examine 
Their counsels and their cares; digest things 

rightly. 
Touching the weal o' the common, you shall And, 
No public benefit which you receive 
But it proceeds or comes from them to you, 
And no way from yourselves. — What do you 

think, — 
You, the great toe of tliis assembly 1 

1 Git. I the great toe^ why the great toe^ 

Men. For that^ being one o' the lowest, basesti 
poorest. 
Of this most wise rebellion, thou go 'st foremost : 
Thou rascal, that art worst in blood to run, 
Lead 'st first to win some vantage. — 
But make you ready your stiff bats and clubs : 
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Rome and her rats are at the point of battle ; 
The one side must have bale. — 

Enter Caius Marcius. 

Hail, noble Marcius ! 
Mar, Thanks. — What *s the matter, you dissen- 
tious rogues, 
That, rubbing the poor itch of your opinion. 
Make yourselves scabs ] 

1 Git, We have ever your good word. 

Ma/r* He that will give good words to thee, will 
flatter 
Beneath abhorring. — What would you have, you 

curs. 
That like nor peace, nor war 1 the one afirights you, 
The other makes you proud. He that trusts to 

you. 
Where he should find you lions, finds you hares ; 
Where foxes, geese : you are no surer, no, 
Than is the coal of fire upon the ice. 
Or hailstone in the sun. Your virtue is. 
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Which would increase his eviL He that depends 

Upon your favours swims with fins of lead, 

And hews down oaks with rushes. Hang je 1 

Trust ye 1 
With every minute you do change a mind. 
And call him noble that was now your hate, 
Him vile that was your garland. What's the 

matter, 
That in these several places of the city 
You cry against the noble senate, who, 
Under the gods, keep you in awe, which else 
Would feed on one another ? — ^What 's their seek- 
ing? 
Men, For com at their own rates ; whereof, they 
say. 
The city is well stored. 

Ma/r. Hang 'em ! * They say I * 

They '11 sit by the fire, and presume to know 
What 's done i' the Capitol ; who 's like to rise. 
Who thrives, and who declines ; side factions, and 

give out 
Conjectural marriages ; making parties strong, 
And feebling such as stand not in their liking 
Below their cobbled shoes. * They say * there's 

grain enough 1 
Would the nobility lay aside their ruth, 
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And let me use my sword, I 'd make a quany 
With thousands of these quartered slaves, as high 
As I could pick my lance. 

Men, Nay, these are almost thoroughly per- 
suaded ; 
For though abundantly they lack discretion, 
Yet are they passing cowardly. But, I beseech 

you. 
What says the other troop 1 

Mar. They are dissolved : hang 'em ! 

They said, they were an-hungry; sighed forth 

proverbs : 
That hunger broke stone walls; that dogs must 

eat; 
That meat was made for mouths ; that the gods sent 

not 
Com for the rich men only : — ^with these shreds 
They vented their complainings ; which being 

answered, 
And a petition granted them, a strange one, — 
To break the heart of generosity 
And make bold power look pale, — they threw their 

caps 
As they would hang them on the horns o' the moon, 
Shouting their emulation. 

Men. What is granted them | 
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Mar, Five tribunes to defend their vulgar 
wisdoms, 
Of their own choice : one *s Junius Brutus, 
Sicinius Yelutus, and 1 know not — 'Sdeath I 
The rabble should have first unroofed the city, 
Ere so prevailed with me ; it will in time 
Win upon power, and throw forth greater themes 
For insurrection's arguing. 

Men, This is strange. 

Mar, Go ; get you home, you fragments ! 

JEnter a Messenger, hastily. 

Mess, Where's Caius Marcius? 
Mar, Here : what 's the matter 1 

Mess. The news is, sir, the Yolsoes are in arms. 
Mar, I am glad on 't ; then we shall ha' means 
to vent 
Our musty superfluity .^ — See, our best elders. 

Unter Cominius, Titus Laetius, and other Senators; 
Junius Brutus and Sicinius Velutus. 

1 Sen, Marcius, 't is true that you have lately 
told us, — 
The Volsces are in arms. 

Mar, They have a leader, 

Tullus Aufidius, that will put you to 't. 
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Right worthy you priority. 

Coin, Noble Marcius ! 

1 Sen, \To the Citizens.'] Hence to your homes ; 

be gone ! 
Mar, Nay, let them follow : 

The Volsces have much com; take these rats 

thither 
To gnaw their garners. — Worshipful mutiners, 
Your valour puts well forth ; pray, follow. 

\Exeunt all except Brutus and Sicinius. 

The Citizens steal away. 

Sic, Was ever man so proud as is this Marcius 1 

Bru. He h£is no equal. 

Sic, When we were chosen tribunes for the 

people, — 
Bru. Marked you his lip and eyes % 
Sic, N"ay, but his taunts. 

Bru, Being moved, he will not spare to gird the 

gods. 
Sic, Bemock the modest moon. 
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His insolence can brook to be commanded 
Under Cominius. 

Bru. Fame, at the which he aims, — 

In whom abready he 's well graced, — cannot 
Better be held, nor more attained, than by* 
A place below the first ; for what miscarries 
Shall be the general's fault, chough he perform 
To the utmost of a man ; and giddy censure 
Will then cry out of Marcius, * O, if he 
Had borne the business ! ' 

Sic Besides, if things go well, 

Opinion, that so sticks on Marcius, shall 
Of his demerits rob Cominius. 

Bru, True : 

Half all Cominius' honours are to Marcius, 
Though Marcius earned them not j and all his faults 
To Marcius shall be honours, though, indeed. 
In aught he merit not 

Sic. Let 's hence and hear 

How the despatch is made ; and in what fashion, 
More than his singularity, he goes 
Upon his present action. 

Bru, Let's along. [EoceunL 
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ScENB II. — Corioli. The Senate-house. 
EnUr TuLLUS Aufidius cmd Senators, 

1 Se^ So your opinion is, Aufidius, 
That they of Borne are entered in our counsels. 
And know how we proceed. 

Auf. Is it not yours % 

What ever hath been thought on in this state, 
That could be brought to bodily act ere Rome 
Had circumvention ? 'T is not four days gone 
Since I heard tlience ; these are the words : I think 
I have the letter here ; yes, here it is : — 
[Reads] * They have pressed a power ^ but it is not 

known 
Whether for east or west. The dearth is ffreat ; 
The people mutinous ; and it is rumoured, 
Cominius^ Marcivs yowr old enemy, — 
Who is of Borne worse ha/ted tham, of you, — 
Afhd Titus Lartius, a most valiant Boman, 
These three lead on this preparation 
Wliither H is lent : most likely ^t is for you. 
Consider of it.* 

1 Sen, Our army 's in the field : 

We never yet made doubt but Home was ready 
To answer us. 
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Scene III. — Rome. A Room in Marcius' House. 

Enter Volumnia cmd Virgilia : they sit dovm on 
two low stools^ and sew. 

Vol. I pray you, daughter, sing ; or express your- 
self in a more comfortable sort : if my son were my 
husband, I should freelier rejoice in that absence 
wherein he won honour, than in the embracements 
of his bed where he would show most love. When 
yet he was but tender-bodied, and the only son of 
my womb ; when youth with comeliness plucked all 
gaze his way ; when, for a day of kiugs' entreaties, 
a mother should not sell him an hour from her 
beholding ; I, — considering how honour would be- 
come such a person ; that it was no better than 
picture-like to hang by the wall, if renown made it 
not stir, — was pleased to let him seek danger where 
he was like to find fame. To a cruel war I sent 
him ; from whence he returned, his brows bound 
with oak. I tell thee, daughter, I sprang not more 
in joy at first hearing he was a man-child than now 
in first seeing he had proved himself a man. 

Yir. But had he died in the business, madam, — 
how then ) 

Vol. Then his good report should have been my 
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son ; I therein would have found issue. Hear me 
profess sincerely, had I a dozen sons, each in my 
love alike, and none less dear than thine and my 
good Marcius, I had rather have eleven die nobly 
for their country than one voluptuously surfeit out 
of action. 

Enter a Gentlewoman, 

Gent. Madam, the Lady Valeria is come to visit 
you. 

Vir, Beseech you, give me leave to retire myself. 

Vol, Indeed, you shall not 
Methinks, I hear hither your husband's drum, 
I see him pluck Aufidius down by the hair ; 
As children from a bear, the Volsces shunning him : 
Methinks, I see him stamp thus, and call thus, — 
* Come on, you cowards ! you were got in fear, 
Though you were bom in Eorne :' his bloody brow 
With his mailed hand then wiping, forth he goes, 
Like to a harvest-man, that's tasked to mow 
Or all, or lose his hire. 

Vi/r, His bloody brow ! O Jupiter, no blood ! 

Vol, Away, you fool I it more becomes a man 
Than gilt his trophy : the breasts of Hecuba, 
When she did suckle Hector, looked not lovelier 
Than Hector's forehead, when it spit forth blood 
At Grecian swords, contemning. — Tell Valeria^ 
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We are fit to bid her welcome. [Bxit Gentlewoman 
Vi/r, Heavens bless my lord from fell Aufidius ! 
Vol. He '11 beat Aufidius' head below his knee, 

And tread upon his neck. 

Re-enter Gentleiooman, with Valeria a/nd an 
Usher. 

Vol. My ladies both, good day to you. 

Vol. Sweet madam. 

Vir. I am glad to see your ladyship. 

Vol. How do you both % you are manifest house- 
keepers. What are you sewing here % A fine spot^ 
in good faith. — How does your little son 1 

Vir, I thank your ladyship, well, good madam. 

Vol. He had rather see the swords, and hear a 
drum, than look upon his schoolmaster. 

Vol. 0\ my word, the father's son ; I 'U swear 
't is a very pretty boy. O' my troth, I looked upon 
him o' Wednesday half an hour together : he has 
such a confirmed countenance. I saw him run 
after a gilded butterfly ; and when he caught it, he 
let it go again ; and after it again ; and over and 
over he comes, and up again, catched it again : or 
whether his fall enraged him, or how 't was, he did 
80 set his teeth, and tear it j O, I warrant, how he 
mammocked it I 
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Vol, One of his father's moods. 

VcU, Indeed, la, 't is a noble child. 

Vir. A crack, madam. 

Vol. Come, lay aside your stitchery; I must 
have you play the idle huswife with me this after- 
noon. 

Vir, No, good madam ; I will not out of doors. ' 

Vcd, Not out of doors ! 

Vol. She shall, she shall 

Vir, Indeed, no, by your patience ; I'U not over 
the threshold tiU my lord return from the wars. 

Vol, Fie, you confine yourself most unreasonably. 
Come, you must go vfeit the good lady that lies in. 

Vir, I will wish her speedy strength, and visit 
her with my prayers ; but I cannot go thither. 

Vol, Why, I pray you 1 

Vir, *T is not to save labour, nor that I want 
love. 

Vol, You would be another Penelope : yet, they 
say, all the yam she spun in Ulysses' absence did 
but fill Ithaca full of moths. Come; I would, 
your cambric were sensible as your finger, that you 
might leave pricking it for pity. Come, you shall 
go with us. 

Vir, No, good madam, pai'don me ; indeed, I 
will not forth. 
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Val, In truth, la, go with me ; and 111 tell you 
excellent news of your husband. 

Vir. O, good madam, there can be none yet 

Vol. Verily, I do not jest with you ; there came 
news from him last night. 

Vir, Indeed, madam 1 

Vol, In earnest, it's true; I heard a senator 
speak it Thus it is : — ^The Volsces have an army 
forth, against whom Gominius the general is gone, 
with one part of our Koman power : your lord, 
and Titus Lartius, are set down before their city 
Oorioli ; they nothing doubt prevailing, and to make 
it brief wars. This is true, oli mine honour ; and 
so, I pray, go with us. 

Vir, Give me excuse, good madam ; I will obey 
you in everything hereafter. 

Vol, Let her alone, lady : as she is now, she will 
but disease our better mirth. 

Vol, In troth, I think she would. — Fare you 
well then. — Come, good sweet lady. — ^Pr'ythee, 
Virgilia, turn thy solemnness out o' door, and go 
along with us. 

Vir, No, at a word, madam; ind'^fsd, I must 
not. I wish you much mirth. 

Vol. Well, then, farewell [ExetmL 
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Scene IV. — Before Corioli 

Enter f with drum and colours^ Marcius, Titus 
Lartius, Officers, and Soldiers, 

Mar, Yonder comes news : — a wager, they have 
met. 

Lart, My horse to yours, no. 

Mar, 'T is done. 

Lart, Agreed. 

Enter a Messenger, 

Mar, Say, has our general met the enemy ? 
Mess. They lie in view, but have not spoke as 

yet. 
Lart, So, the good horse is mine. 
Mar, I '11 buy him of you. 

Lart, No, I '11 nor sell nor give him : lend you 

him I will, 
For half a hundred years. — Summon the town. 
Mar, How far off lie these armies ? 
Mess. Within this mile and half. 
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To help onr fielded friends 1 — Gome, blow thy 
blast. 

A parley sounded. Enter^ on the waUi^ wim 
SeTuUors and others, 

Tallus Aufidios, is he within your walls 1 

1 Sen, No, nor a man that fears you less than 

he, 
That 's lesser than a little. [Drums a/ar q/f.] 

Hark, our drums 
Are bringing forth our youth : we 11 break our 

walls 
Bather than they shall pound us up. Our gates, 
Which yet seem shut, we have but pinned with 

rushes ; 
They'll open of themselves. [Alanun a/ar offl] 

Hark you, far off; 
There ia Aufidius : list, what work he makes 
Amongst your cloven army. 

Mar. O, they are at it I 

Lart. Their noise be our instruction. — Ladders, 

ho! 

T/ie Volsces enter and pass over. 

Mar, They fear us not, but issue forth their 
citv. 
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Now pub your shields before your hearts, and 

fight 
With hearts more proof than shields.-^AdvanGey 

brave Titus : 
They do disdain us much beyond our thoughts, 
Which makes me sweat with wratL — Come on, 

my fellows : 
He that retires, I 'U take him for a Volsce, 
And he shall feel mine edge. 

Alarrnn, and exeunt Bomana and Volsces, fighting. 
The Bomams a/re beaten back to their trenches. 
Re-eater Maboius. 

Ma/r. All the contagion of the south light on 

you. 
You shames of Borne I you herd of — Boils and 

plagues 
Plaster you o'er, that you may be abhorred 
Further than seen, and one infect another 
Against the wind a mile I You souls of geese 
That bear the shapes of men^ how have you run 
From slaves that apes would beat ! Pluto and hell I 
All hurt behind ; backs red, and faces pale 
With flight and agued fear I Mend, and charge 

home, 
Or, by the fires of heaven, I 'U leave the f oe^ 
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L<ui. O noble fellow ! 

Wlio sensibly outdares his senseless sword, 
Andy when it bows, stands up. Thou art lost, 

Marcius : 
A carbuncle entire, as big as thou art. 
Were not so rich a jeweL Thou wast a soldier 
Even to Cato's wish, not fierce and terrible 
Only in strokes ; but, with thy grim looks and 
The thunder-like percussion of thy sounds, 
Thou mad'st thine enemies shake, as if the world 
Were feverous and did trembla 

Re-enter Maboius, bleeding, assatUted by the 

enemy. 
1 Sol. Look, sir ! 

.Lcert. O, 't is Marcius 1 

Let's fetch him o% or make remain alike. 

[They fight, and all enter the city. 



ScBNB V. — ^Within CoriolL A Street. 
Enter certain Eomans, ivith spoUa. 

1 R(ym. This will I carry to Rome. 

2 Rom. And I this. 

3 Rom. A murrain on 't 1 I took this for silver. 

[Alarum contimies still afar off. 
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Enter Marcius and Titus Laetius, toith a 
trumpet. 

Mar, See here these movers that do prize their 
hours 
At a cracked drachm ! Cushions, leaden spoons, 
Irons of a doit, doublets that hangmen would 
Bury with those that wore them, these base slaves, 
Ere yet the fight be done, pack up — down with 

them ! — 
And hark, what noise the general makes I — To 

him ! 
There is the man of my soul's hate, Aufidius, 
Piercing our Bomans : then, valiant Titus, take 
Convenient numbers to make good the city. 
Whilst I, with those that have the spirit, will 

haste 
To help Cominius. 

La'Tt, Worthy sir, thou bleed'st ; 

Thy exercise hath been too violent 
For a second course of fight. 

Mar, Sir, praise me not ; 

My work hath yet not warmed ma Fare you 

well. 
The blood I drop is rather physical 
Than dangerous to me. To Aufidius thus 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



6.] GOBIOLANTTS. 45 

I will appear, and fight. 

Lwrt Kow the fair goddess. Fortune, 

Fall deep in love with thee ; and her great charms 
Misguide thy opposers' swords ! Bold gentleman, 
Prosperity be thy page ! 

Marr, Thy friend ; no less 

Than those she placeth highest ! So, farewell. 

Lwrt Thou worthiest Marcius ! — 

\Exit Marcius. 
Go, sound thy trumpet in the market-place ; 
Call thither all the officers o' the town, 
"Where they shall know our mind : away 1 

\EQcevmJL 



Scene VI. — ^Near the Camp of Cominius. 
EvJUt Cominius and Forces^ aa in retrecU. 

0am, Breathe you, my friends : well fought ; we 

are come off 
like Komans, neither foolish in our stands 
Nor cowardly in retire : believe me, sirs, 
We shall be charged again. Whiles we have 

struck. 
By interims and conveying gusts we have heard 
The charges of our friends. — Ye Boman gods. 
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Lead their successes as we wish our own, 

That both our powers, with smiling fronts en* 

countering, 
May give you thankful sacrifice I— 

Enter a Messenger. 

Thy news t 
Mess. The citizens of Corioli have issued, 
And given to Lartius and to Marcius battle : 
I saw our party to their trenches driven, 
And then I came away. 

Com, Though thou speak'st truth, 

Methinks, thou speak'st not welL How long is 't 
since? 
Mess, Above an hour, my lord. 
Com, 'T is not a mile ; briefly we heard their 
drums : 
How couldst thou in a mile confound an hour, 
And bring thy news so late 1 

Mess, Spies of the Yolsces 

Held me in chase, that I was forced to wheel 
Three or four miles about ; else had I, sir, 
Half an hour since brought my report 

Enter Mabcius. 
Conn, Who's yonder, 

That does appear as he were flayed ? O gods 1 
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He has the stamp of Marcius ; and I have 
Before-time seen him thus. 

Ma/r, Come I too late % 

Com, The shepherd knows not thunder from a 
tabor, 
More than I know the sound of Marcius' tongue 
From every meaner man. 

Ma/r, Come I too late 1 

Com, Ay, if you come not in the blood of 
others, 
But mantled in your own. 

Mar, O, let me clip you 

In arms as sound as when I woo'd ; in heart 
As merry as when our nuptial day was done. 
And tapers burned to bedward. 

Com. Flower of warriors, 

How is 't with Titus Lartius 1 

Mar, As with a man busied about decrees : 
Condemning: some to death, and some to exile : 
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Mar. Let him alone ; 

He did inform the truth : but for our gentlemen, 
The common file — a plague ! — tribunes for them I — 
The mouse ne'er shunned the cat as they did 

budge 
From rascals worse than they. 

Com, But how prevailed you 1 

Mar. "Will the time serve to tell*? I do not 
think. 
Where is the enemy? are you lords o' the field 1 
If not, why cease you till you are so ? 

Com. Marcius, 

We have at disadvantage fought, and did 
Retire to win our purpose. 

Mar. How lies their battle ? know you on 
which side 
They have placed their men of trust 1 

Com. As I guess, Marciua 
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And that you not delay the present, but, 
Filling the air with swords advanced and darts, 
We prove this very hour. 

Com. Though I could wish 

You were conducted to a gentle bath, 
And balms applied to you, yet dare I never 
Deny your asking. Take your choice of those 
That best can aid your action. 

Mofr. Those are they 

That most are willing. — If any such be here, — 
As it were sin to doubt, — that love this painting 
Wherein you see me smeared ; if any fear 
Lesser his person than an ill report ; 
If any think brave death outweighs bad life, 
And that his country's dearer than himself ; 
Let him, alone^ or so many so minded. 
Wave thus, to express his disposition. 
And follow Marcius. 

[They aU shout, and tvave Hiwr mjoords ; 
take hwn v/p vn their amuj and coat up 
their caps. 
Oy me alone ! Make you a sword of me ? 
If these shows be not outward, which of you 
But is four y olsces 1 None of you but is 
Able to bear against the great Aufidius 
A shield as hard as his. A certain number, 
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Though thanks to all, must I select from all : the 

rest 
Shall bear the business in some other fight, 
As cause will be obeyed. Please you to march ; 
And four shall quickly draw out my command, 
Which men are best inclined. 

Com. March on, my fellows : 

Make good this ostentation, and you shall 
Divide in all with us. [Exeunt. 



ScBNB VIL— The Gates of Corioli 

Titus Lartius, having set a guard upon Corioli, 
going with a d/rum and trumpet toward 
OoMiNius and Oaius Mabcius, enters with a 
Lietitenant, a party of Soldiers, ami a ScotU. 

Lart. So ; let the ports be guarded : keep your 
duties, 
As I have set them down. If I do send, dispatch 
Those centuries to our aid ; the rest will serve 
For a short holding : if we lose the field, 
We cannot keep the town. 

Lieu. Fear not our care, sir. 

Lart. Hence, and shut your gates upon 's.— 
Our guider, come; to the Roman camp conduct 
us. [Exeunt. 
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Scene VIII. — A Field of Battle between the 
Roman and the Volscian Camps. 

Alarum, Enter Marcius and Aufidius. 

Mar. I '11 fight with none but thee ; for I do 
hate thee 
Worse than a promise-breaker. 

Auf, We hate alike : 

Not Afric owns a serpent I abhor 
More than thy fame I envy. Fix thy foot. 

Mar. Let the first budger die the other's slave, 
And the gods doom him after ! 

Auf, If I fly, Marcius, 

Halloo me like a hare. 

Mar, Within these three hours, Tullus, 

Alone I fought in your Corioli walls, 
And made what work I pleased ; 't is not my 
blood 
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Officious, and not valiant, — jou have shamed me 
In your condemned seconds. 

[Exeimt fighting, driven m by Mabcius. 



Scene IX. — ^The Roman Camp. 

AlanmL A repeat sotmded. Flaturish. JSInter 
from one side, Oominius and Romcms ; Jrom 
the other side, Mabcius, with hie arm in a 
Bcarf, and other Bomams. 

Com. If I should tell thee o'er this thy day's 

work, 
Thou 'It not believe thy deeds : but I '11 report it 
Where senators shall mingle tears with smiles ; 
Where great patricians shall attend, and shrug, 
r the end admire ; where ladies shall be frighted. 
And, gladly quaked, hear more; where the dull 

tribunes, 
That, with the fusty plebeians, hate thine honours. 
Shall say, against their hearts, — 
*We thank the gods, our Home hath such a 

soldier 1 ' — 
Yet cam'st thou to a morsel of this feast^ 
Having fully dined before. 
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Enter Titus Lartius, with hia Power, from tJie 
fyu/rsuit. 

Lart O general, 

Here is the steed, we the caparison : 
Hadst thou beheld — 

Mar, Praj now, no more ; my mother, 

Who has a charter to extol her blood. 
When she does praise me, grieves me, I have 

done 
As you have done, — that 's what I can ; induced 
As you have been, — ^that 's for my country : 
He that has but effected his good will 
Hath overtaken mine act. 

Com. You shall not be 

The grave of your deserving ; B,ome must know 
The value of her own : 't were a concealment 
Worse than a thefb, no less than a traducement, 
To hide your doings ; and to silence that 
Which, to the spire and top of praises vouched. 
Would seem but modest. Therefore, I beseech 

you,— 
In sign of what you are, not to reward 
What you have done, — before our army hear me 

Mar, I have some wounds upon me, and they 
smart 
To hear themselves remembered. 
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Com. Should they not, 

Well might they fester 'gainst ingratitude, 
And tent themselves with death. Of all the 

horses — 
Whereof we have ta'en good, and good store, — 

of all 
The treasure, in this field achieved and city, 
We render you the tenth ; to be ta'en forth, 
Before the common distribution, at 
Your only choice. 

Mar, I thank you, general. 

But cannot make my heart consent to take 
A bribe to pay my sword : I do refuse it ; 
And stand upon my common part with those 
That have beheld the doing. 

[-4 hng flouaiahH They aU cry, "Mab- 

oius ! Maboius ! " coat up their caps 

and lances, Cominius a^ Labtius 

sta/nd bare, 

Ma/r, May these same instruments, which you 

profane, 

Never sound more 1 When drums and trumpets 

shall 
P the field prove flatterers, let courts and cities be 
Made all of false-faced soothing 1 When steel 
grows 
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Soft as the parasite's silk, let him be made 
An overture for the wars ! No more, I say. 
For that I have not washed my nose that bled, 
Or foiled some debile wretch, which, without 

note. 
Here 's many else have done, you shout me forth 
In acclamations hyperbolical ; 
As if I loved my little should be dieted 
In praises sauced with lies. 

Com. Too modest are you, 

More cruel to your good report, than grateful 
To us that give you truly. By your patience, 
If 'gainst yourself you be incensed, we'll put 

you — 
Like one that means his proper harm — in manacles, 
Then reason safely with you. — Therefore, be it 

known, 
As to us, to all the world, that Caius Marcius 
Wears this war's garland : in token of the which 
My noble steed, known to the camp, I give him, 
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AIL Caius Marcius Coriolanus ! 

[Flourish. Trumpets sound, and drums. 

Cor. I will go wash ; 
And when my face is fair, you shall perceive 
Whether I blush or no : howbeit, I thank you. — 
I mean to stride your steed ; and, at all times, 
To undercrest your good addition 
To the fairness of my power. 

Com. So, to our tent ; 

Where, ere we do re})ose us, we will write 
To Rome of our success. — You, Titus Lartiu3, 
Must to Corioli back : send us to Rome 
The best with whom we may articulate, 
For th(ur own .i?<)od, and ours. 

Lart. I shall^ my lord. 

Cor. The g<Kls bec^in to mock me. I, that now 
Refused most princely gifts, am bound to beg 
Of my lord general. 

Com. Take it : 't is yours—What is t ? 

Cor. I sometime lay, iiere in Corioli, 
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Were he the butcher of my son, he should 
Be free as is the wind. Deliver him, Titus. 

Lart, McurciuSy his name 1 

Car. By Jupiter, forgot I — 

I am weary ; yea, my memory is tired. — 
Have we no wine here 1 

Com, Go we to our tent. 

The blood upon your visage dries ; 't is time 
It should be looked to : come. [Bxeunt. 



Scene X. — ^The Camp of the Yolsces. 

A Flourish. Cornets. Enter Tullus Aufidius, 
bloody, vjith two or three Soldiers. 

Auf. The town is ta'en ! 

1 SfM. 'T will be delivered back on good con- 
dition. 

Auf. Condition! — 
[ would I were a Roman \ for I cannot, 
Being a Yolsce, be that I am. — Condition ! 
What good condition can a treaty find 
I ' the part that is at mercy % — Five times, Marcius, 
I Ve fought with thee : so often hast thou beat 
me; 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



58 CO&IOLAHire. C^cil- 

And wonldst do so, I think, should we encounter 
As often as we eat — By the elements, 
If e 'er again I meet him beard to beard. 
He is mine, or I am hi& Mine emulation 
Hath not that honoor in % it had ; for where 
I thought to crush him in an equal force, 
True sword to sword, 1 11 potch at him some way. 
Or wrath or craft may get him. 

I Sold. He's the doYiL 

Auf. Bolder, though not so subtle. My valonr, 
poisoned 
With only suffering stain by him, for him 
Shall fly out of itseli Nor sleep nor sanctuarjy 
Being naked, sick ; nor fane nor Capitol, 
The prayers of priests nor times of sacrifice, 
Embarquements all of fury, shall lift up 
Their rotten privilege and custom 'gainst 
My hate to Marcius : where I find him, were it 
At home, upon my brother's guard, even there. 
Against the hospitable canon, would I 
Wash my fierce hand in 's heart Go you to the 

city; 
Learn how 't is held ; and what they are that 

must 
Be hostages for Borne. 

1 Sold Will not you gol 
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Auf,\ am attended at the cypress grove : I 
pray you,— 
'T is south the city mills, — bring me word thither 
How the world goes, that to the pace of it 
I may spur on my journey. 

1 Sold, I shall, sir. \Exeuni, 



ACT II. 

Scene I. — Rome. A Public Place. 

Enter Menenius, Sicinius, and Brutus. 

Men, The augurer tells me we shall have news 
to-night. 

Bru, Good, or bad % 

Men, Not according to the prayer of the people, 
for they love not Marcius. 

Sic. Nature teaches beasts to know their friends 

Men, Pray you, who does the wolf love ? 

Sic, The lamb. 

Men, Ay, to devour him ; as the hungry ple- 
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Both Trib. Well, sir. 

Men. In what enormity is Marcius poor m, that 
you two have not in abundance 1 

Bru. He's poor in no one faulty but stored with 
aU. 

Sic, Especially in pride. 

BrtL And topping all others in boasting. 

Men. This is strange now. Do you two know 
how you are censored here in the city, I mean of 
us o' the right-hand file 1 do you 1 

Both Trib. Why, how are we censured 1 

Men. Because you talk of pride now, — ^will you 
not be angry ? 

Both Trib. Well, well, sir ; well. 

Men. Why, 't is no great matter ; for a very 
little thief of occasion will rob you of a great deal 
of patience : give your dispositions the reins, and 
be angry at your pleasures ; at the least, if you take 
it as a pleasure to you in beiog sa You blame 
Marcius for being proud 1 

Brtu We do it not alone, sir. 

Men. I know, you can do very little alone ; for 
your helps are many, or else your actions would 
grow wondrous single : your abilities are too 
infant-like for doing much alona You talk of 
pride : O, that you could turn your eyes toward 
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the napes of your necks, and make but an interior 
survey of your good selves ! O, that you could ! 

Bru, What then, sir 1 

Men, Why, then you should discover a brace of 
unmeriting, proud, violent, testy magistrates, alias 
fools, as any in Rome. 

Sic. Menenius, you are known well enough too. 

Men, I am known to be a humorous patrician, 
and one that loves a cup of hot wine with not a 
drop of allaying Tiber in 't ; said to be something 
imperfect, in favouring the first complaint — hasty, 
and tinder-like, upon too trivial motion ; one that 
converses more with the buttock of the night, than 
with the forehead of the morning : what I think, I 
utter, and spend my malice in my breath. Meet- 
ing two such weals-men as you are — I cannot call 
you Lycurguses — if the drink you give me touch 
my palate adversely, I make a crooked face at it. 
I can't say, your worships have delivered the 
matter well, when I find the ass in compound with 
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bisson conspectuities glean out of this character, if 
I be * known well enough too ' 1 

Bru. Come, sir, come, we know you well enough. 

Men. You know neither me, yourselves, nor any- 
thing. You are ambitious for poor knaves' caps 
and legs : you wear out a good wholesome forenoon 
in hearing a cause between an orange- wife and a 
fosset-seller, and then rejourn the controversy of 
threepence to a second day of audience. When 
you are hearing a matter between party and party, 
if you chance to be pinched with the colic, you 
make faces like mummers, set up the bloody flag 
against all patience, and, in roaring for a chamber- 
pot, dismiss the controversy bleeding, the more 
entanpjled by your hearing : all the peace you make 
in their cause is, calling both the parties knaves. 
You are a pair of strange ones. 

Bru. Come, come, you are well understood to be 
a perfecter giber for the table than a necessary 
bencher in the Capitol. 
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an ass's pack-saddle. Yet yoi; must be saying, 
Marcius is proud ; who, in a cheap estimation, is 
worth all your predecessors since Deucalion, though, 
peradventure, some of the best of 'em were heredit- 
ary hangmen. God-den to your worships : more 
of your conversation would infect my brain, being 
the herdsmen of the beastly plebeians : I will be 
bold to take my leave of you. 

[Brutus and Sicinius retire to the 
hack of the scene. 

Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, and Valeria, <kc. 

How now, my as fair as noble ladies — and the 
moon, were she earthly, no nobler — whither do you 
follow your eyes so fast ? 

Vol, Honourable Menenius, my boy Marcius 
approaches ; for the love of Juno, let 's go. 

Men, Ha ! Marcius coming home % 

Vol, Ay, worthy Menenius ; and with most 
prosperous approbation. 
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Men, I will m^ke my very house reel tonight : 
— a letter for me ! 

Yvt, Yes, certain, there's a letter for you; I 
saw it. 

Men, A letter for me ! It gives me an estate 
of seven years' health ; in which time I will make 
a lip at the physician : the most sovereign prescrip- 
tion in Galen is but empirioutio, and, to this pre- 
servative, of no better report than a horse-drench. 
Is he not wounded ] he was wont to come home 
wounded. 

Yir, O, no, no, na 

Yol, 0, he is wounded, — I thank the gods for 't. 

Men, So do I too, if it be not too much. — 
Brings 'a victory in 's pocket, the wounds become 
him. 

Yol, On 's brows, Menenius : he comes the third 
time home with the oaken garland. 

Men, Has he disciplined Aufidius soundly % 

Yol, Titus Lartius writes, they fought together, 
but Aufidius got off. 

Men, And 't was time for him too, I '11 warrant 
him that : an he had stayed by him, I would not 
have been so fidiused for all the chests in Oorioli, 
and the gold that's in them. Is the senate pos- 
sessed of this ? 
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Vol Grood ladies, let 's go. — Yes, yes, yes ; the 
senate has letters from the general, wherein he 
gives my son the whole name of the war : he hath 
in this action outdone his former deeds doubly. 

Val. In troth, there 's wondrous things spoke of 
him. 

Men. Wondrous ! ay, I warrant you, and not 
without his true purchasing. 

Vir, The gods grant them true ! 

Vol True ! pow, wow. 

Men, True ! I '11 be sworn they are true. — 
Where is he wounded?— [j?V> the Tribunes.'] God 
save your good worships ! Marcius is coming 
home : he has more cause to be proud. — Where is 
he wounded ? 

Vol. V the shoulder, and i' the left arm : there 
will be large cicatrices to show the people, when he 
shall stand for his place. He received in the re- 
pulse of Tarquin seven hurts i' the body. 

Men. One i' the neck, and two i' the thigh, — 
there 's nine that I know. 

Vol. He had, before this last expedition, twenty- 
five wounds upon him. 

Men. Now it 's twenty-seven : every gash was 
an enemy's grave. [A shout and flourish.'] Hark! 
the trumpets. 
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Vol These are the ushers of Marcius : before 
him he carries noise, and behind him he leaves 
tears : 

Death, that dark spirit, in 's nervy arm doth lie, 
Which, being advanced, declines, and then men dia 

A sennet Trumpets sound. Enter Cominius and 
Titus Lartius; between them, Coriolanus, 
crowned with an oaken garland, with Captains, 
Soldiers, and a Herald. 

Her. Know, Home, that all alone Marcius did 
fight 

Within Corioli gates : where he hath won. 

With fame, a name to Caius Marcius ; these 

In honour follows, Caius Marcius — 

Coriolanus ! 

Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus ! 

\^Flourish 
All. Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus 1 
Cor. No more of this, it does offend my heart ; 

Pray now, no more. 

Com. Look, sir, your mother I 

Cor. O, 

You have, I know, petitioned all the gods 

For my prosperity. [Kneels. 

Vol Nay, my good soldier, up ; 
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My gentle Marcius, worthy Cains, and 
By deed-achieving honour newly named, — 
What is it 1 — Coriolanus must I call thee ? — 
But, O, thy wife — 

Got, My gracious silence, hail ! 

Would'st thou have laughed had I come coffined 

home, 
That weep'st to see me triumph ! Ah, my dear, 
Such eyes the widows in Corioli wear, 
And mothers that lack sons. 

Men, Now the gods crown thee ! 

Cor, And live you yet % — \To Valeria.] O my 

sweet lady, pardon. 
Vol, I know not where to turn : — O, welcome 

home; 
And welcome, general ; and ye 're welcome alL 
Men, A hundred thousand welcomes : I could 

weep. 
And I could laugh ; I am light and heavy. 

Welcome ! 
A curse begin at very root on 's heart 
That is not glad to see thee ! — You are three 
That Rome should dote on ; yet, by the faith of 

men. 
We 've some old crab-trees here at home, that will 

not 
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Be grafted to your relish. Yet welcome, warriors : 
We call a nettle but a nettle, and 
The faults of fools but folly. 

Com. Ever right 

Cor, Menenius ever, ever. 

Her, Give way there, and go on ! 

Cor, [To his Wife and Mother,'] Your hand 
— and yours : 
Ere in our own house I do shade my head, 
The good patricians must be visited ; 
From whom I have received not only greetings, 
But with them charge of honours. 

Vol. I have lived 

To see inherited my very wishes 
And the buildings of my fancy : only there 
Is one thing wanting, which I doubt not but 
Our Rome will cast upon thee. 

Cor, Know, good mother, 

I had rather be their servant in my way. 
Than sway with them in theirs. 

Com, On, to the Capitol ! 

[Flourish. Cornets. Exeurvt in state as before, 

Brutus and Sicinius come forward. 

Bru. All tongues speak of him and the blear^ 
sights 
Are spectacled to see him. Your prattling nurse 
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Into a rapture lets her baby cry 
While she chats liim : the kitchen malkin pins 
Her richest lockram 'bout her reechy neck. 
Clambering the walls to eye him : stalls, bulks, 

windows, 
Are smothered up, leads filled, and ridges horsed 
With variable complexions, all agreeing 
In earnestness to see him : seld-shown flamens 
Do press among the popular throngs, and puff 
To win a vulgar station ; our veiled dames 
Commit the war of white and damask in 
Their nicely-gawded cheeks to the wanton spoil 
Of Phoebus' burning kisses : such a pother 
As if that whatsoever god who leads him 
Were slily crept into his human j^owers, 
And gave him graceful posture. 

Sic. On the sudden, 

I warrant him consul. 

Bru. , Then our office may, 

During his power, go sleep. 

Sic. He cannot temperately transport his 
honours 
From where he should begin and end ; but will 
Lose those he hath won. 

Bru, In that there 's comfort. 

Sic, Doubt not 
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The commoners, for wliom we stand, but they 

Upon their ancient malice, will forget, 

With the least cause, these his new honours ; 

which 
That he will give them, make I as little question 
As he is proud to do 't. 

Bru, I heard him swear. 

Were he to stand for consul, never would he 
Appear i' the market-place, nor on him put 
The napless vesture of humility ; 
Nor, showing, as the manner is, his wounds 
To the people, beg their stinking breaths. 

Sic, T is right 

Bru, It was his word : 0, he would miss it, 
rather 
Than carry 't, but by the suit o' the gentry to him, 
And the desire of the nobles. 

Sic, I wish no better 

Than have him hold that pui-pose, and to put it 
In execution. 

Bru, *T is most like he will 

Sic, It shall be to him then as our good wills, 
A sure destruction. 

Bni, So it must fall out 

To him or our authorities. For an end, 
We must suggest the people in what hatred 
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He still hath held them ; that to 's power he would 

Have made them mules, silenced their pleaders, and 

Dispropertied their freedoms ; holding them, 

In human action and capacity, 

Of no more soul nor fitness for the world 

Than camels in the war, who have their provand 

Only for bearing burdens, and sore blows 

For sinking under them. 

Sic, This, as you say, suggested 

At some time when his soaring insolence 
Shall reach the people, — which time shall not want. 
If he be put lipon 't : and that 's as easy 
As to set dogs on sheep, — will be his fire 
To kindle their dry stubble ; and their blaze 
Shall darken him for ever. 

Writer a Messenger, 

Bru, What 's the matter 1 

Mess, You are sent for to the CapitoL 'T is 
thought. 
That Marcius shall be consul 
I Ve seen the dumb men throng to see him, and 
The blind to hear him speak : matrons flung 

gloves, 
Ladios and maids their scarfs and handkerchers. 
Upon him as he passed ; the nobles bended. 
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As to Jove's statue ; and the commons made 

A shower and thunder with their caps and shouts : 

I never saw the like. 

Bru, Let *s to the Capitol ; 

And carry with us ears and eyes for the time, 
But hearts for the event. 

Sic, Have with you. [Exeunt, 



Scene II. — The Same. The Capitol, 
Enter Two Officer 8 ^ to lay cushions. 

1 Off, Come, come, they are almost here. 
How many stand for consulships 1 

2 Off, Three, they say : but 't is thought of every 
one Coriolanus will carry it. 

1 Off, That 's a brave fellow ; but he 's ven 
geance proud, and loves not the common peopla 

2 Off. Faith, there have been many great men 
that have flattered the people, who ne*er loved 
them; and there be many that they have loved, 
they know not wherefore : so that, if they love 
they know not why, they hate upon no better a 
ground : therefore, for Coriolanus neither to care 
whether they love or hate him manifests the true 
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knowledge he has in their disposition ; and, out 
of his noble carelessness, lets them plainly 
see 't. 

1 Off. If he did not care whether he had their 
love or no, he 'd wave indifferently 'twixt doing them 
neither good nor harm ; but he seeks their hate with 
greater devotion than they can render it him, and 
leaves nothing undone that may fully discover him 
their opposite. Now, to seem to affect the malice 
and displeasure of the people is as bad as that 
which he dislikes, to flatter them for their 
love. 

2 Off, He hath deserved worthily of his coun- 
try ; and his ascent is not by such easy degrees as 
those who, having been supple and courteous to 
the people, bonneted without any further deed to 
have them at all into their estimation and re- 
port : but he hath so planted his honours in their 
eyes and his actions in their hearts, that for their 
tongues to be silent and not confess so much, were 
a kind of ingrateful injury ; to report otherwise 
were a malice that, giving itself the lie, would 
pluck reproof and rebuke from every ear that 
heard it. 

1 Off, No more of him ; he is a worthy man : 
make way, they are coming. 
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A sennet, Unter, with Lictora before them^ 
CoMiNius, the Consul, Menenius, Coriolanus, 
many other Senators, Sicinius and Brutus. 
The Senators lake their places ; the Tribunet* 
take theirs also by themselves. 

Men, Having determined of the Volsces, and 
To send for Titus Lartius, it remains, 
As the main point of this our after-meeting, 
To gratify his noble service that 
Hath thus stood for his country. Therefore, please 

you, 
Most reverend and grave elders, to desire 
The present consul, and last general 
In our well-found successes, to report 
A little of that worthy work performed 
By Caius Marcius Coriolanus ; whom 
We meet here, both to thank, and to remember 
With honours like himsel£ 

1 Sen, Speak, good Oominius : 

Leave nothing out for length, and make us think 
Rather our state 's defective for requital, 
Than we to stretch it out. [To the Tribunes,] 

Masters o' the people. 
We do request your kindest ears ; and, after, 
Your loving motion toward the common body, 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Scenes.] COBIOLANUS. 75 

To yield what passes here. 

Sic, We are convented 

Upon a pleasing treaty ; and have hearts 
Inclinable to honour and advance 
The theme of our assembly. 

Bru. Which the rather 

We shall be blessed to do, if he remember 
A. kinder value of the people than 
He hath hereto prized them at. 

Men. That 's off, that 's off : 

I would you rather had been silent. Please you 
To hear Cominius speak 1 

Bru, Most willingly : 

But yet my caution was more pertinent 
Than the rebuke you give it. 

Men. He loves your people ; 

But tie him not to be their bedfellow. — 
Worthy Cominius, speak. — Nay, keep your place. 
[CoRiOLANUS rises, and offers to go away, 

1 Sen. Sit, Coriolanus : never shame to hear 
What you have nobly done. 

Got, Your honours' pardon : 

I had rather have my wounds to heal again 
Than hear say how I got them. 

Bru, Sir, I hope, 

My words disbenched you not 
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Cor. No, sir : yet oft, 

When blows have made me stay, I fled from words. 
You soothed not, therefore hurt not But your 

people, 
I love them as they weigh. 

Men. Pray now, sit down. 

Cor. I had rather have one scratch my head i' 
the sun 
When the alarum were struck, than idly sit 
To hear my nothings monstered. [^Exit 

Men. Masters o* the people, 

Your multiplying s[)awn how can he flatter, — 
That 's thousand to one good one, — when you now 

see, 
He li:ul rather venture all his liuU)S for honour 
Than one of 's ears to hear 't ? — Proceed, Com- 
inius. 
Com. I shall laek voice : the deeds of Coriolanus 
Should not be uttered feehly. — It is lu^d 
That valour is the ehiefcst virtue, and 
iNIost di!4infl(\s the haver : if it be, 
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When with his Amazonian chin he drove 

The bristled lips before him. He bestrid 

An o*er-pressed Roman, and i* the consul's view 

Slew three opposers : Tarquin's self he met, 

And struck him on his knee : in that day's feats. 

When he might act the woman in the scene, 

He proved best man i' the field, and for his meed . 

Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil age 

Man-entered thus, he wax6d like a sea ; 

And, in the brunt of seventeen battles since, 

He lurched all swords of the garland. For this 

last. 
Before and in Corioli, let me say, 
I cannot speak him home : he stopped the fliers, 
And by his rare example made the coward 
Turn terror into sport. As weeds before 
A vessel under sail, so men obeyed 
And fell below his stem : his sword, death's 

stamp. 
Where it did mark, it took ; from face to foot 
He was a thing of blood, whose every motion 
Was timed with dying cries. Alone he entered 
The mortal gate of the city, which he painted 
With shunless destiny ; aidless came off. 
And with a sudden reinforcement struck 
Corioli like a planet. Now all 's his ; 
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When by-and-by the din of war gan pierce 

His ready sense : then straight his doubled spirit 

Re-quickened what in the flesh was fatigate, 

And to the battle came he ; where he did 

Run reeking o'er the lives of men, as if 

'T were a perpetual spoil : and, till we called 

Both field and city ours, he never stood 

To ease his breast with panting. 

Men. Worthy man ! 

1 Sen. He cannot but with measure fit the 
honours 
Which we devise him. 

Com, Our spoils he kicked at ; 

And looked upon things precious, as they wero 
The common muck o* the world : he covets less 
Than misery itself would give ; rewards 
His deeds with doing them ; and is content 
To spend the time to end it. 

Men. He 's right noble : 

Let him be called for. 

1 Sen. Call Coriolanus. 

Off. He doth appear. 

Re-enter Coriolanus. 

Men. The senate, Coriolanus, are well pleased 
To make thee consul. 
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Cor, I do owe them still 

My. life and services. 

Men, It then remains, 

That you do speak to the peopla 

Cor, I do beseech you, 

Let me o'erleap that custom ; for I cannot 
Put on the gown, stand naked, and entreat 

them, 
For my wounds' sake, to give their suffrage : 

please you 
That I may pass this doing. 

Sic, Sir, the people 

Must have their voices : neither will they bate 
One jot of ceremony. 

Men, Put them not to 't : 

Pray you, go fit you to the custom, and 
Take to you, as your predecessors have. 
Your honour with your form. 

Cor, It is a part 

That I shall blush in acting, and might well 
Be taken from the people. 

Bru. Mark you that ? 

(7or. To brag unto them, — thus I did, and 
thus j — 
Show them the unaching scars which I should 
hide. 
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As if I had received them for the hire 
Of their breath only ! 

Men, Do not stand upon 't. — 

We recommend to you, tribunes of the people, 
Our purpose to them ; — and to our noble consul 
Wish we all joy and honour. 

Sen. To Coriolanus come all joy and honour ! 
[^Flowriah, Exeunt all hut SiciNius and Brutus. 

Bru, You see how he intends to use the people. 

Sic, May they perceive his intent 1 He will 
require them, 
As if he did contemn what he requested 
Should be in them to give. 

Bru, Come j we '11 inform them 

Of our proceedings here : on the market-place 
I know they do attend us. [Eoceant, 



ScBNE III. — The Same. The Forum. 
Enter several Citizens, 

1 Cit. Once, if he do require our voic^ we 
ought not to deny him. 

2 Cit, We may, sir, if we will 

3 Cit, We have power in ourselves to do it, out 
ifc is a power that we have no power to do : for if 
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he show us ?iis wounds, and tell us his deeds, we 
are to put our tongues into those wounds, and 
speak for them ; so, if he tell us his noble deeds, we 
must also tell him our noble acceptance of them.' 
Ingratitude is monstrous : and for the multitude to 
be ingrateful were to make a monster of the 
multitude ; of the which we being members, should 
bring ourselves to be monstrous members. 

1 Cit. And to make us no better thought of, a 
little help will serve : for once we stood up about 
the corn, he himself stuck not to call us the many- 
headed multitude. 

3 Cit. We have been called so of many ; not 
that our heads are some brown, some black, some 
auburn, some bald, but that our wits are so di- 
versely coloured : and truly, I think, if all our 
wits were to issue out of one skull, they would fly 
east, west, north, south ; and their consent of one 
direct way should be at once to all the points o' the 
compass. 

2 CU, Think you so 1 Which way do you judge 
my wit would fly 1 

3 Cit. Nay, your wit will not so soon out as 
another man's will, — ^*t is strongly wedged up in a 
blockhead ; but if it were at liberty, tVould, sure, 
southward. 
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2 CU. Why that way ^ 

3 Cit. To lose itself in a fog ; where, being three 
parts melted away with rotten dews, the fourth 
would return, for conscience sake, to help to get 
thee a wife. 

2 Cit. You are never without your tricks : — ^you 
may, you may. 

3 Cit, Are you all resolved to give your voices 1 
But that 's no matter, the greater part carries it. 
I say, if he would incline to the people, there was 
never a worthier man. Here he comes, and in the 
gown of humility : mark his behaviour. We are 
not to stay all together, but to come by him 
where he stands, by ones, by twos, and by threes. 
He 's to make his requests by particulars ; wherein 
every one of us has a single honour, in giving him 
our own voices with our own tongues ; therefore, 
follow me, and 1 11 direct you how you shall go by 
him. 

AIL Content, content. [ExeunL 

Enter Coriolanus and Menenius. 

Men, O sir, you are not right : have you not 
known 
The worthiest men have done 't ? 

Cor, What must I say 1^ 
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I pray, sir, — Plague upon 't 1 I cannot bring 
My tongue to such a pace. — Look, sir : — my 

wounds ; — 
I got them in my country^s service, when 
Some certain of your brethren roared, and ran 
From the noise of our own drums. 

Men, O me, the gods ! 

You must not speak of that : you must desire them 
To think upon you. 

Cor, Think upon me ? Hang 'em ! 

I would they would forget me, like the virtues 
Which our divines lose by 'em. 

Men. You '11 mar all : 

I '11 leave you : pray you, speak to them, I i)ray 

you, 

In wholesome manner. 

Enter two Citizens. 
Cor. Bid them wash their faces, 
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Cor, Mine own desert 

2 CiL Your own desert % 

Cor, Ay, not mine own desire. 

1 CU. How ! not yoor own desire % 

Cor, No, sir : 't was never my desire yet to 
trouble the poor with begging. 

1 Cit, You must think, if we give you anything, 
we hope to gain by you. 

Cor. Well then, I pray, your price o' the consul- 
ship? 

1 Cit. The price is, to ask it kindly. 

Cor. Kindly ! Sir, I pray, let me ha *t : I 
have wounds to show you, which shall be yours 
in private. — ^Your good voice, sir; what say 
youl 

2 CU. You shall ha 't, worthy sir. 

Cor. A match, sir. — ^There is in all two worthy 
voices begged. — I have your alms : adieu. 

1 Cit. But this is something odd. 

2 Cit, An 't were to give again, — but *t is no 

matter. \Exeunt the two Citizens. 

Enter two other Citizens. 

Cor. Pray you now, if it may stand with the 
tune of your voices that I may be consul, I have 
here the customary gown. 
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3 Cit, You have deserved nobly of your country, 
and you have not deserved nobly. 
Cor. Your enigma 1 

3 Cit. You have been a scourge to her enemies, 
you have been a rod to her friends ; you have not, 
indeed, loved the common people. 

Cor. You should account me the more virtuous, 
that I have not been common in my love. I will, 
sir, flatter my sworn brother, the people, to earn a 
dearer estimation of them : 't is a condition they 
account gentle : and since the wisdom of their 
choice is rather to have my hat than my heart, I 
will practise the insinuating nod, and be off to them 
most counterfeitly : that is, sir, I will counterfeit 
the bewitchment of some popular man, and give it 
bountifully to the desirers. Therefore, beseech you 
I may be consul. 

4 Cit. We hope to find you our friend, and 
therefore give you our voices heartily. 
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Gar, Most sweet voices ! — 
Better it is to die, better to starve, 
Than crave the hire which first we do deserva 
Why in this wolvish toge should I stand here, 
To beg of Hob and Dick, that do appear. 
Their needless vouches ] Custom calls me to 't : — 
What custom wills, in all things should we do 't, 
The dust of antique time would lie unswept. 
And mounminous error be too highly heapt 
For truth to o'er-peer. — Rather than fool it so, 
Let the high oflBce and the honour go 
To one that would do thus. — I am half through : 
The one part suffered, the other will I do. 

Enter three other Citizens, 

Here come more voices. — 
Your voices : for your voices I have fought ; 
Watched for your voices ; for your voices bear 
Of wounds two dozen odd ; battles thrice six 
I Ve seen, and heard of ; for your voices have 
Done many things, some less, some more : your 

voices : 
Indeed, I would be consul. 

5 Cit, He has done nobly, and cannot go without 
any honest man^s voice. 

6 Git, Therefore, let him be consul. The gods 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Scene 3.J CORIOLANUS. 87 

give him joy, and make him good friend to the 
people ! 

All. Amen, amen. — God save thee, noble consul ! 

[Exeunt Citizens, 

Cor, Worthy voices ! 

Re-enter Menenius with Brutus and Sicinius. 

Men. You have stood your limitation ; and the 
tribunes 
Endue you with the people's voice : remains 
That, in the official marks invested, you 
Anon do meet the senate. 

Cor, Is this done ? 

Sic, The custom of request you have dis- 
charged : 
The people do admit you ; and are summoned 
To meet anon upon your approbation. 

Cor, Where ? at the senate-house 1 

Sic, There, Coriolanus. 
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Sic. Fare you welL 

\_Exeunt Coriolanus and Menenius. 
He has it now ; and by his looks, methinks, 
T is warm at 's heart. 

Brit, With a proud heart he wore 

His humble weeds. Will you dismiss the people ? 

Re-enter Citizens, 

Sic, How now, my masters 1 have you chose 
this man 1 

1 Cit. He has our voices, sir. 

Bru, We pray the gods he may deserve your 
loves. 

2 Cit. Amen, sir. To my poor unworthy notice, 
He mocked us wlien he begged our voices. 

3 Cit. Certainly, 
He lloutcd us downright. 

1 Cit. No, 't is his kind of speech ; he did not 
mock us. 
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3 CU. He said he had wounds, which he could 

show in private ; 
And with his hat, thus waving it in scorn, 
* I would be consul,' says he : * aged custom, 
But by your voices, will not so permit me ; 
Your voices therefore.' When we granted that. 
Here was, — * I thank you for your voices, — thank 

you,— 
Your most sweet voices : — now you have left your 

voices, 
I have no further with you.' — Was not this 

mockery % 
Sic, Why either were you ignorant to see 't 
Or, seeing it, of such childish friendliness 
' To yield your voices 1 

Bru, Could you not have told him. 

As you were lessoned, — when he' had no power, 
But was a petty servant to the state, 
He was your enemy : ever spake against 
Your liberties, and the charters that you bear 
r the body of the weal ; and now, arriving 
A place of potency and sway o' the state, 
If he should still malignantly remain 
Fast foe to the plebeii, your voices might 
Be curses to yourselves 1 You should have said, 
That^ as his worthy deeds did claim no less 
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Than what he stood for, so his gracions nature 
Would think npon 70a for jonr voices, and 
Translate his malice towards 70a into love, 
Standing 7otir friendl7 lord. 

Sic. Thus to have said. 

As 70a were fore-advised, had touched his spirit 
And tried his inclination ; from him plucked 
Either his gracious promise, which 70U mighty 
As cause had called 70U up, have held him to ; 
Or else it would have galled his surl7 nature, 
Which ea8il7 endures not article 
T7ing him to aught ; so, putting him to rage, 
You should have ta'en the advantage of his choler, 
And passed him unelected. 

Bru. Did 70U perceive 

He did solicit 70U in free contempt. 
When he did need *70ur loves ; and do 70U think 
That his contempt shall not be bruising to you, 
When he hath power to crush ? Why, had your 

bodies 
No heart among you ? or had you tongues to cry 
Against the rectorship of judgment % 

Sic. Have you 

Ere now denied the asker 1 and, now again, 
Of him that did not ask, but mock, bestow 
Your sued-for tongues 1 
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3 Cit, He 's not confirmed ; we may deny him yet. 

2 Cit And will deny him : 
I '11 have ^ve hundred voices of that sound. 

1 Cit I twice I^YQ hundred, and their friends to 
piece 'em. 

Bru, Get you hence instantly; and tell those 
friends 
They Ve chose a consul that will from them take 
Their liberties ; make them of no more voice 
Than dogs, that are as often beat for barking 
As therefore kept to do so. 

Sic. Let them assemble ; 

And, on a safer judgment, all revoke 
Your ignorant election. Enforce his pride, 
And his old hate unto you : besides, forget not 
With what contempt he wore the humble weed ; 
How in his suit he scorned you : but your loves. 
Thinking upon his services, took from you 
The apprehension of his present portance, 
"Which most gibingly, ungravely, he did fashion 
After the inveterate hate he bears you. 

Bru. Lay 

A fault on us, your tribunes, that we laboured, 
No impediment between, but that you must 
Cast your election on him. 

Sic, Say, you chose him 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



92 CORIOIANUS. (Act n. 

More after our commandment^ than as guided 

By your own true aflfections ; and that your minds, 

Pre-occupied with what you rather must do 

Than what you should, made you against the grain 

To voice him consul. Lay the fault on us. 

Bru, Ay, spare us not. Say, we read lectures to 

you 

How youngly he began to serve his country, 
How long continued ; and what stock he springs of, 
The noble house o' the Marcians; from whence 

came 
That Ancus Marcius, Numa's daughter's son, 
Who, after great Hostilius, here was king ; 
Of the same house Publius and Quintus were. 
That our best water brought by conduits hither ; 
And Censorinus, nobly named so, twice being censor, 
Was his great ancestor. 

Sic. One thus descended. 

That hath beside well in his person wrought 
To be set high in place, we did commend 
To your remembrances : but you have found. 
Scaling his present bearing with his past. 
That he 's your fix^d enemy, and revoke 
Your sudden approbation. 

Bru, Say, you ne'er had done 't — 

Harp on that still — but by our putting on ; 
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And presently, when you have drawn your number, 
Repair to the Capitol. 

AIL We will so : almost aU 

Repent in their election. [Uxeunt Citizens, 

Bru, Let them go on ; 

This mutiny were better put in hazard, 
Than stay, past doubt, for greater. 
If, as his nature is, he fall in rage 
With their refusal, both observe and answer 
The vantage of his anger. 

Sic, To the Capitol, come : 

We will be there before the stream o' the people ; 
And this shall seem, as partly 't is, their own, 
Which we have goaded onward. \Exeunt 



ACT III. 

Scene I. — The Same. A Street. 

Comets. Enter Cobiolanus, Menenius, Oominius, 
Titus Lartius, Senators, and Patricians, 

Cor, Tullus Aufidius, then, had made new head ? 
Lart, He had, my lord ; and that it was which 
caused 
Our swifter composition. 

Cor, So then, the Yolsces stand but as at first ; 
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Beady, when time shall prompt them, to make road 
Upon 's again. 

Com, They 're worn, lord consul, so 

That we shall hardly in our ages see 
Their banners wave again. 

Cor, Saw you Aufidius % 

Lwrt, On safe-guard he came to me; and did 
curse 
Against the Yolsces, for they had so vilely 
Yielded the town : he is retired to Antium. 

G(yr, Spoke he of mel 

LaH. He did, my lord. 

Cw Howl what t 

Lart How often he had met you, sword to 
sword; 
That of all things upon the earth he hated 
ITour person most ; that he would pawn his fortunes 
To hopeless restitution, so hQ might 
Be called your vanquisher. 

Cor, At Antium lives he f 

Lart, At Antium. 

Cot, I wish I had a cause to seek him there, 
To oppose his hatred fully. Welcome home. 

EnJber SiciNius and Brutus. 
Behold ! these are the tribunes of the people, 
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The tongues o* the common mouth : I do despise 

them ; 
For they do prank them in authority, 
Against all noble sufferance. 

Sic, Pass no further. 

Cor. Ha ! what is that ? 

JBru, It will be dangerous to go on : no further. 

Cor. What makes this change 1 

Men. The matter ] 

Com. Hath he not passed the nobles and the 
commons ? 

Bru. Cominius, no. 

Cor. Have I had children's voices 1 

1 Sen. Tribunes, give way; he shall to the 
market-place. 

Bru. The people are incensed against him. 

Sic. Stop, 

Or all will fall in broil. 

Cor. Are these your herd 1 — 
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Cor, It is a purposed thing, and grows by plot, 
To curb the will of the nobility : 
Suffer 't, and live with such as cannot rule. 
Nor ever will be ruled. 

Bru Call 't not a plot : 

The people cry, you mocked them ; and, of late, 
When com was given them gratis, you repined ; 
Scandaled the suppliants for the people, called 

them 
Time-pleasers, flatterers, foes to nobleness. 

Cor, Why, this was known before. 

Bru, Not to them alL 

Cor, Have you informed them sithence ? 

Bru, How ! I inform them ! 

Com, You are like to do such business. 

Bru, Not unlike, 

Each way, to better yours. 

Cor, Why then should I be consull By yond 
clouds. 
Let me deserve so ill as you, and make me 
Your fellow tribune. 

Sic, You show too much of that 

For which the people stir. K you will pass 
To where you are bound, you must inquire your 

way, 
Which you are out of, with a gentler spirit ; 
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Or never be so noble as a consul, 
Nor yoke with him for tribune. 

Men, Let 's be calm. 

Com, The people are abused. — Set on. — This 
paltering 
Becomes not Rome ; nor has Coriolanus 
Deserved this so dishonoured rub, laid falsely 
I' the plain way of his merit 

Cor, Tell me of com ! 

This was my speech, and I will speak 't again — 

Men. Not now, not now. 

1 Sen, Not in this heat, sir, now. 

Cor, Now, as I live, I will. — My nobler friends, 
I crave their pardons : — 
For the mutable, rank-scented many, let them 
Regard me as I do not flatter, and 
Therein behold themselves : I say again, 
In soothing them we nourish 'gainst our senate 
The cockle of rebellion, insolence, sedition. 
Which we ourselves have ploughed for, sowed and 

scattered, 
By mingling them with us, the honoured number, 
Who lack not virtue, no, nor power, but that 
Which they have given to beggars. 

Men, Well, no more. 

1 Sen. No more words, we beseech you. 
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Cor, How ! no more 1 

As for my country I have shed my blood, 
Not fearing outward force, so shall my lungs 
Coin words till they decay, against those measles 
Which we disdain should tetter us, yet sought 
The very way to catch them. 

Bru, You speak o' the people. 

As if you were a god to punish, not 
A man of their infirmity. 

Sic, T were well 

We let the people know *t. 

Men. What, whati his cholerl 

G(yr. Choler! 
Were I as patient as the midnight sleep, 
By Jove, 't would be my mind I 

Sic, It is a mind 

That shall remain a poison where it is. 
Not poison any further. 

Cor, * Shall remain ' ! — 

Hear you this Triton of the minnows ? mark you 
His absolute * shall ' t 

Com, *T was from the canon. 

Cor, 'Shall'! 

O good but most unwise patricians ! why, 
You grave h xt reckless senators, have you thus 
Given Hydra heart to chooSe an officer, 
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That with his peremptory * shall,' being but 

The horn and noise o* the monster's, wants not 

spirit 
To ^.ay, he '11 turn your current in a ditch, 
And make your channel his 1 If he have power, 
Then vail your ignorance ; if none, awake 
Your dangerous lenity. If you are learned, 
Be not as common fools ; if you are not, 
Let them have cushions by you. You are plebeians, 
If they be senators : and they are no less, 
When, both your voices blended, the great'st 

taste 
Most palates theirs. They choose their magistrate ; 
And such a one as he, who puts his * shall,' 
His popular * shall,' against a graver bench 
Than ever frowned in Greece. By Jove himself, 
It makes the consuls base ! and my soul aches 
To know, when two authorities are up, 
Neither supreme, how soon confusion 
May enter 'twixt the gap of both, and take 
The one by the other. 

Com, "Well, — on to the market-place 

Cor, Whoever gave that counsel, to give forth 
The com o' the store-house gratis, as 't was used 
Sometime in Greece, — 

Men. Well, well ; no more of that 
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Car, Though there tiie people had more abs^dute 

power, 
I sar, thej nourished disobedience, fed 
The rain of the state. 

BrvL Why, shall the people give 

One that speaks thus, tiieir voice f 

Cor, I 'U give my reasons, 

More worthier than their voices. They know the 

com 
Was not our recompense, resting well assured 
They ne'er did service for 't. Being pressed to the 

war, 
Even when the navel of the state was touched. 
They would not thread the gates: tiiis kind of 

service 
Did not deserve com gratis. Being i' the war, 
Their mutinies and revolts, wherein they showed 
Most valour, spoke not for them. The accusation 
Which they have often made against the senate, 
All cause unborn, could never be the motive 
Of our so frank donation. Well, what then ? 
How shall this bisson multitude digest 
The senate's courtesy ? Let deeds express 
What 's like to be their words : — * We did request 

it; 
We are the greater poll, and in true fear 
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They gave us our demands.' — ^Thus we debase 
The nature of our seats, and make the rabble 
Call our cares fears ; which will in time break ope 
The locks o' the senate, and bring in the crows 
To peck the eagles. — 

Men, Come, enough. 

Bru. Enough, with over-measure. 

Cor, No, take more : 

What may be sworn by, both divine and human, 
Seal what I end withal ! — This double worship, — 
Where one part does disdain with cause, the other 
Insult without all reason; where gentry, title, 

wisdom. 
Cannot conclude, but by the yea and no 
Of general ignorance, — it must omit 
Real necessities, and give way the while 
To unstable slightness : purpose so barred, it 

follows. 
Nothing is done to purpose. Therefore, beseech 

you,— 
You that will be less fearful than discreet j 
That love the fundamental part of state 
More than you doubt the change on 't ; that prefer 
A noble life before a long, and wish 
To rouse a body with a dangerous physic 
That 's sure of death without it, — at once pluck out 
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The multitudinous tongue; let them not lick 
The sweet which is their poison : your dishonour 
Mangles true judgment, and bereaves the state 
Of that integrity which should become it ; 
Not having the power to do the good it would. 
For the ill which doth control 't. 

Bru. 'Has said enough. 

Sic, 'Has spoken like a traitor, and shall answer 
As traitors do. 

Cor, Thou wretch ! despite overwhelm thee ! — 
What should the people do with these bald 

tribunes 1 
On whom depending, their obedience fails 
To the greater bench : in a rebellion. 
When what 's not meet, but what must be, was law, 
Then were they chosen : in a better hour 
Let what is meet be said it must be meet, 
And throw their power i' the dust. 

Brvn Manifest treason ! 

Sic, This a cor sul 1 no. 

Bru. The ^diles, ho I— 

Enter an jEdile, 

Let him be apprehended. 
Sic Go, call the people ; [Exit JSdUe] in whose 
name myself 
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Attach thee as a traitorous innovator, 

A foe to the public weal. Obey, I charge thee, 

And follow to thine answer. 

Cor, Hence, old goat I 

Sen, We '11 surety him. 

Com, Aged sir, hands off 

Cor, Hence, rotten thing, or I shall shake thy 
bones 
Out of thy garments 

Sic, Help, ye citizens I 

Re-enter the JScHle, with others, and a rabble of 
Citizens. 

Men, On both sides more respect. 

Sic Here's he that would take from you all 

your power. 
Bru, Seize him, -^Ediles. 
Cit. Down with him I down with him ! 

[Several speak, 
2 Sen. Weapons ! weapons ! weapons ! 

[They all bustle about Coriolanus. 
Tribunes, patricians, citizens I — what, ho ! — 
Sicinius, Brutus, Coriolanus, citizens ! 

Cit. Peace, peace, peace ! stay, hold, peace I 
Men. What is about to be 1 — I 'm out of breath ; 
Confusion 's near : I cannot speak. — ^You, tribunes 
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Speak to the people, — Coriolanus, patience : — 
Speak, good Sicinius. 

Sic. Hear me, people ; peace ! 

Cit Let 's hear our tribune : — peace ! Speak, 



Sic. You are at point to lose your liberties : 
Marcius would have all from you ; Marcius, 
Whom late you have named for consul. 

Men. Fie, fie, fie ! 

This is the way to kindle, not to quench. 

1 Sen. To unbuild the city, and to lay all flat. 

Sic. What is the city but the people ? 

CU. True, 

The people are the city. 

Bru. By the consent of all, we were established 
The people's magistrates. 

Cit. You so remain. 

Men. And so are like to do. 

Com. That is the way to lay the city flat , 
To bring the roof to the foundation. 
And bury all, which yet distinctly ranges, 
In heaps and piles of ruin. 

Sic. This deserves death. 

Bru. Or let us stand to our authority, 
Dr let us lose it. — ^We do here pronounce. 
Upon the part o' the people, in whose power 
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We were elected theirs, Marcius is worthy 
Of present death. 

Sic. Therefore lay hold of him ; 

Bear him to the rock Tarpeian, and from thence 
Into destruction cast him. 

Bru, -^diles, seize him. 

Cit, Yield, Marcius, yield. 

Men. Hear me one word ; 

Beseech you, tribunes, hear me but a word. 

jEd. Peace, peace ! 

Men. Be that you seem, truly your country^s 
friends, 
And temperately proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redress. 

Bru, Sir, those cold ways. 

That seem like prudent helps, are very poisonous 
Where the disease is violent. — Lay hands upon 

him, 
And bear him to the rock. 

Car. No ; I '11 die here. 

[Drawing his sword. 
There 's some among you have beheld me fighting : 
Oome, try upon yourselves what you have seen me* 

Men, Down with that sword ! — Tribunes, with- 
draw awhile. 

Bru. Lay hands upon him. 
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Men. Help ! Help Marcius, help, 

You that he nohle ; help him, young and old ! 

Cit. Down with him ! down with him 1 
[In this mutiny y the Tribunes, the jEdilea, and 
the People, are heat in. 
Men, Go, get you to your house : be gone, away ! 
All will be naught else. 

2 Sen, Get you gone. 

Com, Stand fast ; 

We have as many friends as enemies. 

Men, Shall it be put to that 1 

1 Sen, The gods forbid I 

I pVy thee, noble friend, home to thy house ; 
Leave us to cure this cause. 

Men, ' For 't is a sore upon us 

You cannot tent yourself : be gone, beseech you. 

Com, Come, sir, along with us. 

Cor, I would they were barbarians, as they are. 
Though in Rome littered ; not Romans, as they 

are not. 
Though calved T the porch o' the Capitol, — 

3fen. Be gone ; 

Put not your worthy rage into your tongue ; 
One time will owe another. 

Cor, On fair ground 

I could beat forty of them. 
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Meffi. I could myself 

Take up a brace of the best of them ; yea, the two 
tribunes. 

C(ym, But now, 't is odds beyond arithmetic ; 
And manhood is called foolery, when it stands 
Against a falling fabric. — Will you hence, 
Before the tag return % whose rage doth rend 
Like interrupted waters, and o*er-bear 
What they are used to bear. 

M&n, Pray you, be gone. 

I '11 try whether my old wit be in request 
With those that have but little : this must be 

patched 
With cloth of any colour. 

Com, N"ay, come away. 

SJExeurd Coriolanus, Oominius, and others, 

1 Pat, This man has marred his fortuna 
Men, His nature is too noble for the world : 

He would not flatter Neptune for his trident. 

Or Jove for 's power to thunder. His heart *s his 

mouth : 
What his breast forges, that his tongue must vent \ 
And, being angry, does forget that ever 
He heard the name of death. — [-4 noiBe within. 
Here 's goodly work 1 

2 Fat I would they were a-bed ! 
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Men. I would they were in Tiber ! — What, the 
vengeance, 
Could he not speak 'em fair ? 

Re-enter Brutus cmd SiciNius, with the rabble. 

Sic. Where is this viper 

That would depopulate the city, and 
Be every man himself ? 

Men. You worthy tribunes, — 

Sic. He shall be thrown down the Tarpeian 
rock 
With rigorous hands : he hath resisted law. 
And therefore law shall scorn him further trial 
Than the severity of the public power. 
Which he so sets at nought. 

1 Cit. He shall well know 

The noble tribunes are the people's mouths. 
And we their hands. 

Cit. He shall, sure on 't. 

Men. Sir, sir, — 

Sic. Peace ! 

Men. Do not cry havoc, where you should but 
hunt 
. With modest warrant. 

Sic, Sir, how comes 't.that you 

Have holp to make this rescue ] 

Men. Hear me speak : — 
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As I do know the consul's worthiness, 
So can I name his faults. — 

Sic, Consul ! — what consul 1 

Men, The consul Corioianus. 

Bru, He a consul ! 

Git No, no, no, no, no. 

Men. If, by the tribunes' leave, and yours, good 
people, 
I may be heard, I 'd crave a word or two. 
The which shall turn you to no further harm 
Than so much Idss of time. 

Sic. Speak briefly, then ; 

For we are peremptory to dispatch 
This viperous traitor. To eject him hence 
Were but our danger ; and to keep him here. 
Our certain death : therefore it is decreed 
He dies to-night. 

Men, Now the good gods forbid, 

That our renowned Rome, whose gratitude 
Towards her deserved children is enrolled 
In Jove's own book, like an unnatural dam * 
Should now eat up her own ! 

Sic. He 's a disease, that must be cut away. 

Men. O, he 's a limb that has but a disease ; 
Mortal, to cut it off ; to cure it, easy. 
What has he done to Rome that 's worthy death 1 
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Killing our enemies, the blood he hath lost, — 
Which, I dare vouch, is more than that he hath, 
By many an ounce, — ^he dropped it for his country : 
And what is left, to lose it by his country, 
Were to us all, that do *t and suffer it, 
A brand to th' end o' the world. 

Sic. This is clean kam. 

Bru, Merely awry; when he did love his 
country, 
It honoured him. 

Men. The service of the foot, 

Being once gangrened, is not then respected 
For what before it was — 

Brtu We '11 hear no more. — 

Pursue him to his house, and pluck him thence ; 
Lest his infection, being of catching nature. 
Spread further. 

Men. One word more, one word. 

This tiger-footed rage, when it shall find 
The harm of unscanned swiftness, will, too late, 
Tie leaden pounds to 's heels. Proceed by process ; 
Lest parties — as he is beloved — break out. 
And sack great Rome with Romans. 

Bnu If it were so, — 

Sic. What do ye talk ? 
Have we not had a taste of his obedience ? 
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Our sediles smote ? ourselves resisted 1 — Come ! — 

Men. Consider this : — he has been bred i' the 
wars 
Since he could draw a sword, and is ill schooled 
In bolted language ; meal and bran together 
He throws without distinction. Give me leave, 
I '11 go to him, and undertake to bring him 
Where he shall answer, by a lawful form, — 
In peace, — to his utmost peril. 

1 Sen. Noble tribunes, 

It is the humane way : the other course 
Will prove too bloody ; and the end of it 
Unknown to the beginning. 

Sic. Noble Menenius, 

Be you then as the people's officer. — 
Masters, lay down your weapons. 

Bru. Go not home. 

Sic. Meet on the market-place. — We '11 attend 
you there : 
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Scene II. — A Room in Coriolanus' House. 
Enter Coriolanus and Patricians, 

Cor. Let them pull all about mine ears ; present 
me 
Death on the wheel, or at wild horses' heels ; 
Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeian rock, 
That the precipitation might down stretch 
Below the beam of sight ; yet will I still 
Be thus to them. 

1 Pat, You do the nobler. 

Cor, I muse, my mother 
Does not approve me further, who was wont 
To call them woollen vassals, things created 
To buy and sell with groats ; to show bare heads 
In congregations, to yawn, be still, and wonder, 
When one but of my ordinance stood up 
To speak of peace or war. 

Enter Volumnia. 

I talk of you : 
Why did you wish me milder 1 Would you have 

me 
False to my nature 1 Rather say, I play 
The man I am. 
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Vol O, sir, sir, sir ! 

I would have had you put your power well on, 
Before you had worn it out. 

Cor, Let go. 

YoL You might have been enough the man you 
! are, 
With striving less to be so : lesser had been 
The thwartings of your dispositions, if 
You had not showed them how you were disposed 
Ere they lacked power to cross you. 

Cor. Let them hang. 

Vol. Ay, and bum too. 

Enter Menenius and Senator, 

Men, Come, come; you have been too rough, 
something too rough : 
You must return, and mend it., 

1 Sen, There *s no remedy ; 

Unless, by not so doing, our good city 
Cleave in the midst, and perish. 

Vol. Pitiy be counselled. 

I have a heart as little apt as yours. 
But yet a brain that leads my use of anger 
To better vantage. 

Men. Well said, noble woman ! 

Before he should thus stoop to the herd, but that 
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The violent fit o* the time craves it as physio 
For the whole state, 1 'd put mine armour on, 
Which I can scarcely bear. 

Cor, . What must Idol 

Men, Betum to the tribunes. 

Cor, Well, what theni what then? 

Men, Repent what you have spoke. 

Cor, For them 1 — I cannot do it to the gods ; 
Must I ^hen do 't to them % 

Vol, You are too absolute ; 

Though therein you can never be too noble; 
But when extremities speak — I have heard you 

say. 
Honour and policy, like unsevered friends, 
I' the war do grow together : grant that, and tell me, 
In peace, what each of them by the other lose, 
That they combine not there 1 

Cor. Tush, tush ! 

Men, A good demand. 

Vol. If it be honour, in your wars, to seem 
The same you are not, — which, for your best ends. 
You adopt your policy, — how is it less, or worse, 
That it shall hold companionship in peace 
With honour, as in war, since that to both 
It stands in like request ) 

Cor, Why force you this 1 
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Vol. Because that now it lies you on to speak 
To the people ; not by your own instruction, 
Nor by the matter which your heart prompts you, 
But with such words that are but roted in 
Your tongue, though but bastards, and syllables 
Of no allowance to your bosom's truth. 
Now, this no more dishonours you at all 
Than to take in a town with gentle words, 
Which else would put you to your fortune, and 
The hazard of much blood. — 
I would dissemble with my nature, where 
My fortunes and my friends at stake required 
I should do so in honour : I am in this. 
Your wife, your son, these senators, the nobles ; 
And you will rather show our general louts 
How you can frown, than spend a fawn upon 'em 
For the inheritance of their loves, and safeguard 
Of what that want might ruin. 

Men. Noble lady ! — 

Come, go with us : speak fair ; you may salve so. 
Not what is dangerous present, but the loss 
Of what is past. 

Vol 1 pr'ythee now, my son, 

Go to them, with this bonnet in thy hand ; 
And thus far having stretched it, — ^here be with 
them, — 
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Thy knee bussing the stones, — for in such business 
Action is eloquence, and the eyes of the ignorant 
More learned than the ears — waving thy head, 
Which often, thus, correcting thy stout heart, 
Now humble as the ripest mulberry 
That will not hold the handling, — say to them. 
Thou art their soldier, and, being bred in broils, 
Hast not the soft way which, thou dost confess, 
Were fit for thee to use, as they to claim, 
In asking their good loves ; but thou wilt frame 
Thyself, forsooth, hereafter theirs, so far 
As thou hast power and person. 

Men, This but done. 

Even as she si)eaks it, why, their hearts were 

yours ; 
For they have pardons, being asked, as free 
As words to little purpose. 

Vol. Pr'ythee now. 

Go, and be ruled ; although, I knoAV, thou hadst 

rather 
Follow thine enemy in a fiery gulf 
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You make strong party, or defend yourself 
By calmness or by absence : all 's in anger. 

Men, Only fair speech. 

Cow. I think, 't will servoj if he 

Can thereto frame his spirit. 

Vol, He must, and will. — 

Pr'ythee now, say you will, and go about it. 

Cor, Must I go show them my unbarbed sconce ? 
Must I 
With my base tongue give to my noble heart 
A lie that it must bear ? Well, I will do 't : 
Yet were there but this single plot to lose. 
This mould of Marcius, they to dust should grind it. 
And throw 't against the wind. — To the market- 
place ! — 
You have put me now to such a part, which never 
I shall discharge to the life. 

Com, Come, come, we 11 prompt you. 

Yol, I pr'ythee now, sweet son : as thou hast 
said 
My praises made thee first a soldier, so, 
To have my praise for this, perform a part 
Thou hast not done before. 

C(yr. Well, I must do 't 

Away, my disposition, and possess me 
Some harlot's spirit ! My throat of war be turned, 
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Which quir^ with my drum, into a pipe 
Small as an eunuch's, or the virgin voice 
That babies lulls asleep 1 The smiles of knaves 
Tent in my cheeks ; and school-boys* tears take up 
The glasses of my sight ! A beggar's tongue 
Make motion through my lips ; and my armed 



Who bowed but in my stirrup, bend like his 
That hath received an alms ! — I will not do 't, 
Lest I surcease to honour mine own truth, 
And by my body's action teach my mind 
A most inherent baseness. 

Vol, At thy choice then : 

To beg of thee, it is my more dishonour 
Than thou of them. Come all to ruin : let 
Thy mother rather feel thy pride than fear 
Thy dangerous stoutness ; for T mock at death 
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou list. 
Thy valiantness was mine, thou suck'dst it fromi 

me. 
But owe thy pride thyself. 

Cor, Pray, be content : 

Mother, I am going to the market-place ; 
Chide me no more. I '11 mountebank their loves, 
Cog their hearts from them, and come home beloved 
Of all the trades in Roma Look, I am going. 
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Commend me to my wife. I '11 return consul, 
Or never trust to what my tongue can do 
r the way of flattery further. 

Vol, Do your will. \Exit, 

Com. Away ! the tribunes do attend you : arm 
yourself 
To answer mildly ; for they are prepared 
With accusations, as I hear, more strong 
Than are upon you yet. 

Cor, The word is, * Mildly.' — Pray you, let us go : 
Let them accuse me by invention, I 
Will answer in mine honour. 

Men, Ay, but mildly. 

Cor, Well, mildly be it then ; mildly. [Exeimt, 



Scene III. — ^The Same. The Forum. 

Enter SiciNius and Brutus. 

Brtu In this point charge him home, that he 
affects 
Tyrannical power : if he evade us there, 
Enforce him with his envy to the people ; 
And that the spoil got on the Antiatea 
Was ne'er distributed. — 
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Enter cm uEdUe, 

What, will he come ? 

jEd, He 's coming. 

Bru, How accompanied % 

jEd, With old Menenius, and those senators 
That always favoured him. 

Sic, Have you a catalogue 

Of all the voices that we have procured, 
Set down by the poll 1 

jEd. I have ; 't is ready. 

Sic, Have you collected them by tribes 1 

^d. I have. 

Sic. Assemble presently the people hither : 
And when they hear me say, * It shall be so 
I' the right and strength o* the commons,' be it 

either 
For death, for fine, or banishment, then let them, • 
If I say fine, cry * Fine ; ' if death, cry * Death \ * 
Insisting on the old prerogative 
And power T the truth o' the cause. 

jEd, 1 shall inform them * 

Enc And when such time they have begun to 
cry. 
Let them not cease, but with a din confused 
Enforce the present execution 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Scene 3.] COBIOLANUS. 121 

Of what we chance to sentence. 

JEd. Very well. 

Sic. Make them be strong, and ready for this 
hint, 
When we shall hap to give 't them. 

Bru, Go ; about it. — [Exit jEdile. 

Put him to choler straight. He hath been used 
Ever to conquer, and to have his worth 
Of contradiction : being once chafed, he cannot 
Be reined again to temperance ; then he speaks 
What 's in his heart ; and that is there which looks 
With us to break his neck. 

ErUer Ooriolanus, Menenius, Oominius, 
Senators^ and Batricians. 

Sic, Well, here he comes. 

Men, Calmly, 1 do beseech you. 

Cor, Ay, as an ostler, that for the poorest piece 
Will bear the knave by the volume.— The honoured 

gods 
Keep Rome in safety, and the chairs of justice 
Supplied with worthy men ! plant love among us 1 
Throng our large temples with the shows of peace, 
And not our streets with war I 
' 1 S&n, Amen, amen. 

Men. A noble wish 
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Re-enter JEdile, with Citizens, 

Sic, Draw near, ye people. 

JEd. List to your tribunes ; audience : peace ! I 
say. 

Cor. First, hear me speak. 

Both Tri. Well, say.— Peace, ho ! 

Cor. Shall I be charged no further than thia 
present 1 
Must all determine here 1 

Sic. I do demand 

If you submit you to the people's voices, 
Allow their officers, and are content 
To suffer lawful censure for such faults 
As shall be proved updn you 1 

Cor, I am content. 

Men, Lo, citizens, he says, he is content : 
The warlike service he has done, consider ; 
Think on the wounds his body bears, which show 
Like graves i' the holy churchyard. 

Cor, Scratches with briei-a, 

Scars to move laughter only. 

Men, Consider further, 

That when he speaks not like a citizen, 
You iind him like a soldier. Do not take 
His rougher accents for malicious sounds, 
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But, as I say, such as become a soldier, 
Bather than envy you. 

Com, Well, well ; no more. 

Cor, What is the matter, 
That, being passed for consul with full voice, 
I am so dishonoured, that the very hour 
You take it off again ? 

Sic, Answer to us. 

Cor, Say then : 't is true, I ought so. 

Sic, We charge you, that you have contrived to 
take 
From Rome all seasoned office, and to wind 
Yourself into a power tyrannical ; 
For which you are a traitor to the people. 

Cor. How ! traitor ! 

Men, Nay, temperately ; your promise 

Cor, The fires i' the lowest hell fold in thn 
people ! 
Call me their traitor ! — ^Thou injurious tribune ! 
Within thine eyes sat twenty thousand deaths. 
In thy hands clutched as many millions, in 
Thy lying tongue both numbers, I would say. 
Thou liest, unto thee, with a voice as free 
As I do pray the gods. 

Sic, Mark you this, people 1 

Cit, To the rock ! to the rock with him ! 
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Sic, Peace ! 

We need not put new matter to his charge : 
Wha4> you have seen him do, and heard him speak^ 
Beating your officers, cursing yourselves. 
Opposing laws with strokes, and here defying 
Those whose great power must try him ; even this, 
So criminal, and in such capital kind, 
Deserves the extremest death. 

Bru. But since he hath 

Served well for Rome, — 

Cor. What do you prate of service 1 

Bru. I talk of that, that know it. 

Cor. Youl 

Men. Is this the promise that you made your 
mother 1 

Com. Know, I pray you, — 

Cor. I '11 know no further 

Let them pronounce the steep Tarpeian death, 
Vagabond exile, flaying, pent to linger 
But with a grain a day, — I would not buy 
Their mercy at the price of one fair word ; 
Nor check ray courage for what they can give, 
To have 't with saying, * Good morrow/ 

Sic. For that he has-— i 

As much as in him lies — from time to time 
Envied against the people, seeking means 
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To pluck away their power ; as now at last 

Given hostile strokes, and that not in the presence 

Of dreaded justice, but on the ministers 

That do distribute it : in the name o' the people, 

And in the power of us, the tribunes, wej 

Even from this instant, banish him our city ; 

In peril of precipitation 

From off the rock Tarpeian, never more 

To enter our Rome gates. I* the people's name, 

I say, it shall be so. 

Cit. It shall be so, it shall be so ; let him away : 
He 's banished, and it shall be so. 

Com. Hear me, my masters, and my common 
friends ; — 

Sic, He *s sentenced : no more hearing. 

Com, Let me speak : 

I have been consul, and can show for Home 
Her enemies' marks upon me. I do love 
My country's good, with a respect more tender, 
More holy and profound, than mine own life, 
My dear wife's estimate, her womb's increase, 
And treasure of my loins ; then if I would 
Speak that — 

Sic, We know your drift : — speak what 1 

BriL, There 's no more to be said, but he ia 
banished* 
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As enemy to the people and his country : 
It shall be so. 

CU. It shall be so, it shall be so. 

Cor, You common cry of curs ! whose breath I 
hat^ 
As reek o* the rotten fens, whose loves I prize 
As the dead carcases of unburied men 
That do corrupt my air, — ^I banish you. 
And here remain with your uncertainty ! 
Let every feeble rumour shake your hearts ! 
Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes, ' 
Fan you into despair ! Have the power still 
To banish your defenders ; till, at length 
Your ignorance, which finds not, till it feels, 
Making not reservation of yourselves, 
Still your own foes, deliver you, as most 
Abated captives, to some nation 
That won you without blows ! Despising, then. 
For you, the city, thus I turn my back. 
There is a world elsewhere. 

[Eoceunt Cobiolanus, Cominius, Menenius, Sena- 

tors, and Patricians. 

jEd, The people's enemy is gone, is gone ! 

CU. Our enemy is banished ! he is gone ! Hoc ! 
hoo! 
[They all shout, and throw up their caps. 
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Sie, €ro, see him out at gates ; and follow him. 
As he hath followed you, with all despite ; 
Give him deserved vexation. Let a guard 
Attend us through the city. 

Cit. Come, come ; let us see Mm out at gates : 
come. — 
The gods preserve our noble tribunes ! — Come. 

[Exeunt, 



ACT IV. 

ScBNB L — The Same. Before a Gate of the City. 

Enter Coeiolanus, Volumnia, Yirgilia, Menb- 
Nius, CoMiNius, and several young Patricians. 

Cor, Come, leave your tears ; a brief farewell : — 

the beast 
With many heads butts me away. — Nay, 

mother, 
Where is your ancient courage? you were used 
To say, extremity was the trier of spirits ; 
That common chances common men could bear ; 
That, when the sea was calm, all boats alike 
Showed mastership in floating : fortune's blows 
When most struck home, being gentle,— wounded, 

— craves 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



128 COBIOLANUS. [Act IV. 

A noble cunning : you were used to load me 
With precepts, that would make invincible 
The heart that conned them. 

Vir, O heavens 1 O heavens ! 

Cor, Nay, I pr'ythee, woman, — 

Vol, Now, the red pestilence strike all trades m 
Bome, 
And occupations perish ! 

Cor, What, what, what ! 

I shall be loved when I am lacked. Nay, mother, 
Resume that spirit, when you were wont to say 
If you had been the wife of Hercules 
Six of his labours you 'd have done, and saved 
Your husband so much sweat. — Cominius, 
Droop not; adieu. — Farewell, my wife, — nay 

mother : 
1 11 do well yet — ^Thou old and true Menenius, 
Thy tears are Salter than a younger man's. 
And venomous to thine eyes. — My sometime 

general, 
I Ve seen thee stem, and thou hast oft beheld 
Heart-hardening spectacles ; tell these sad women, 
'T is fond to wail inevitable sirokes. 
As 't is to laugh at 'em. — My mother, you wot 

well. 
My hazards still have been your solace ; and 
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Believe *t not lightly, — ^though I go alone, 

like to a lonely dragon that his fen 

Makes feared, and talked of more than seen, — ^your 

son 
Will or exceed the common, or be caught 
With cautelous baits and practice. 

Vol My first son, 

Whither wilt thou go 1 Take good Cominius 
With thee awhile : determine on some course, 
More than a wild exposure to each chance 
That starts i' the way before thee. 

Cor, O the gods ! 

Com. I '11 follow thee a month, devise with thee 
Where thou shalt rest, that thou may'st hear of us 
And we of thee : so, if the time thrust forth 
A cause for thy repeal, we shall not send 
O'er the vast world to seek a single man, 
And lose advantage, which doth ever cool 
I' the absence of the needer. 

Cor, Fare ve well : 
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While I remain above the ground, you shall 
Hear from me still ; and never of me aught 
But what is like me formerly. 

Men, That 's worthily 

As any ear can hear. — Come, let *s not weep. — 
If I could shake off but one seven years 
From these old arms and legs, by the good gods, 
I 'd with thee every foot. 

Cor. Give me thy hand. — 

Come. [Exeunt, 



Scene II. — The Same. A Street near the Gate. 
Enter SiciNius, Brutus, mid an JEdile, 

Sic. Bid them all home ; he 's gone, and we '11 no 
further. — 
The nobility are vexed, whom we see have sided 
In his behalf. 

Br7i. Now we have shown our power, 

Let us seem humbler after it is done 
Thau when it was a-doinof. 
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Enter Volumnia,Virgilia, and Menenius. 
Here comes his mother. 
Sic, Let 's not meet her. 

Bru, Why 1 

Sic, They say, she 's mad. 
Bru. They have ta 'ea note of us : keep on your 

way. 
Vol, O, ye 're well met. The hoarded plague o' 
the gods 
Requite your love ! 

Men. Peace, peace ; be not so loud. 

Vol, If that I could for weeping, you should 
hear, — 
Nay, and you shall hear some. — [To Brutus.] Will 
you be gone ^ 
Vir, [To SiciNius.] You shall stay too. — I would 
I had the power 
To say so to my husband. 

Sic. Are you man-kind 1 

Vol. Ay, fool ; is that a shame ]— Note but this 
fool.— 
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Vol, More noble blows, than ever thou wise 
words ; 
And for Rome's good. — I '11 tell thee what ; — ^yet 

go:— 
Nay, but thou shalt stay too. — I would my son 
Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before him, 
His good sword in his hand. 

Sic. What then ? 

Vir, What then I 

He 'd make an end of thy posterity. 

Vol. Bastards, and alL — 
Good man, the wounds that he does bear for Home ! 

Men. Come, come, peace. 

Sic. I would he had continued to his country 
As he began ; and not unknit himself 
The noble knot he made. 

Bru. I would he had. 

Vol. * I would he had * ! T was you incensed the 
rabble : 
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As far as doth the Capitol exceed 
The meanest house in Rome, so far my son, — 
This lady's husband here, this, do you see, — 
Whom you have banished, does exceed you alL 

Bru, "Well, well ; we 11 leave you. 

Sic, Why stay we to be baited 

With one that wants her wits ] 

Vot Take my prayers with you. — 

[Exeunt Tribimes, 
I would the gods had nothing else to do 
But to confirm my curses. Could I meet *em 
But once a day, it woul4 unclog my heart 
Of what lies heavy to 't. 

Men, You have told them home ; 

And, by my troth, you've cause. You'll sup 
with me? 

Vol. Anger 's my meat ; I sup upon myself, 
And so shall starve with feeding. — Come, let 's go : 
Leave this &tint puling, and lament as I do. 
In anger, Juno-like. Come, come, come. 

Men. Fie, fie, fie 1 [Exeunt, 
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Scene III.—- A Highway between Rome and 
Antium. 

Enter a Roman cmd a Volsce, meeting. 

JRom. I know you well, sir, and you know me : 
your name, I think, is Adrian. 

Vols. It is so, sir : truly, I have forgot you. 

Bom, 1 am a Homan ; and my services are, as 
you are, against 'em :. know you me yet 1 

Vols, Nicanorl Na 

Horn, The same, sir. 

Vols, You had more beard when I last saw you ; 
but your favour is well approved by your tongue. 
What 's the news in Rome ) I have a note from the 
Volscian state, to find you out there: you have 
well saved me a day's journey. 

Bom. There hath been in Home strange insur- 
rections ; the people against the senators, patricians, 
and nobles. 

. Vols. Hath been 1 Is it ended then 1 Our state 
thinks not so : they are in a most warlike prepara- 
tion, and hope to come upon them in the heat of 
their division. 

^0771. The main blaze of it is past, but a small 
thing would make it fiame again. For the nobles 
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receive so to heart the banishment of that worthy 
Coriolanus, that they are in a ripe aptness to take 
all power from the people, and to pluck from them 
their tribunes for ever. This lies glowing, I can 
tell you, and is almost mature for the violent 
breaking out 

Vols, Coriolanus banished ! 

Horn. Banished, sir. 

Vols. You will be welcome with this intelligence, 
Nicanor. 

Horn. The day serves well for them now. I 
have heard it said, the fittest time to corrupt a 
man's wife is when she's fallen out with her husband. 
Your noble TuUus Aufidius will appear well in 
these wars, his great opposer, Coriolanus, being now 
in no request of his country. 

Vols. He cannot choose. I am most fortunate, 
thus accidentally to encounter you : you have ended 
my business, and I will merrily accompany you 
home. 

Horn. I shall, between this and supper, tell you 
most strange things from Rome, all tending to the 
good of their adversaries. Have you an army 
ready, say you 1 

Vols. A most royal one; the centurions and 
their charges, distinctly billeted, already in the 
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entertainment, and to be on foot at an hour's 
warning. 

Rom, I am joyful to hear of their readiness, and 
am the man, I think, that shall set them in present 
action. So, sir, heartily well met, and most glad 
of your company. 

Vols, You take my part from me, sir ; I have 
the most cause to be glad of yours. 

Rom, Well, let us go together. [Exeunt, 



Scene IV. — Antium. Before Aufidius's House. 
Enter Coriolanus, in mean appa/rely disguised and 

m.uffled. 

Cor. A goodly city is this Antium. — City, 
'T is I that made thy widows : many an heir 
Of these fair edifices 'fore my wars 
Have I heard groan and drop : then, know me not, 
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Where great Aufidius lies. Is he in Antium ? 

OU, He is, and feasts the nobles of the state 
At his house this night. 

Cor. Which is his house, beseech you ] 

Cit This, here before you. 

Cor. Thauk you, sir. Farewell. 

[Exit Citizen. 
world, thy slipviery turns ! Friends now fast 

sworn, 
Whose double bosoms seem to wear one heart. 
Whose hours, whose bed, whose meal, and exercise, 
Are still together, who twin, as *t were, in love 
"[Inseparable, shall within this hour, 
On a dissension of a doit, break out 
To bitterest enmity : so, fellest foes, 
Whose passions and whose plots have broke their 

sleep 
To take the one the other, by some chance, 
Some trick not worth an Q^g, shall grow dear 
friends 
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Scene V. — The same. A Hall in Aupidius*8 

House. 

Music within. Enter a Servant, 

1 Serv, Wine, wine, wine ! What service is 
here ! I think our fellows are asleep. 

[Exit. 
Enter a second Servant 

2 Serv. Where's Cotus 'I my master calls for him. 
— Cotus ! [Exit. 

Enter Coriolanus. 

Cor. A goodly house : the feast smells well ; 
but I 
Appear not like a guest. 

He-enter the first Servant. 
1 Serv. What would you have, friend % Whence 
are you ] Here 's no place for you : i)ray, go to the 
door. 
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Cor. Away ! 

2 Serv, Away ? Get you away. 

Cor. Now tbou art troublesome. 

2 Serv, Are you so brave ? I *11 have you talked 
with anon. 

Enter a third Servant. The first meets him. 

3 Serv. What fellow *s this ? 

1 Serv. A strange one as ever I looked on : I 
canno"^ get him out y the house : pr'ythee, call my 
master to him. 

3 Serv. What have you to do here, fellow % V^^l 
you, avoid the house. 

Cor. Let me but stand ; I will not burt y^ 
hearth. 

3 Serv. Wliat are you ? 

Cor. A gentleman. 

3 Serv. A marvellous poor one. 

Cor. True, so I am. —--^3© 

3 Serv. Pray you, poor gentleman, take up ^ _^^ 
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2 Serv. And I shall. [ExU, 

3 Serv. Where dwellest thou ? 

Cor, Under the canopy. 

3 Serv. Under the canopy 1 

Cor. Ay. 

3 Serv. Where is that t 

Cor. V the city of kites and crows. 

3 Serv. V the city of kites and crows ! — What an 
ass it is ! — Then thou dwellest with daws too ? 

Cor. No, I serve not thy master. 

3 Serv. How, sir ! Do you meddle with my 
master? 

Cor. Ay ; 't is an hon ester service than to 
meddle with tliy mistress. 

Thou prat'st, and prat'st : serve with thy trencher. 
Hence ! [^Beats him away. 

Enter Aufidius and the second Servant. 
Auf. Where is this fellow ? 

2 Serv. Here, sir. I 'd have beaten him like a 
doc^, but for disturbins: the lords within. 
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Thou dost not think me for the man I am, 
Necessity commands me name myself. 

Auf, What is thy name % \8efto(vniA retire. 

Got. a name unmusical to the Volscians* ears, 
And harsh in sound to thine. 

Atif. Say, what *s thy name 1 

Thou hast a grim appearance, and thy face 
Bears a command in 't Though thy tackle 's 

torn, 
Thou show'st a noble vessel. What 's thy name 1 

Cor. Prepare thy brow to frown. Know'st 
thou me yet ? 

Auf. I know thee not : — ^thy name 1 

Cor. My name is Caius Marcius, who hath 
done 
To thee particularly, and to all the Volsces, 
Great hurt and mischief ; thereto witness may 
My surname, Coriolanus. The painful service, 
The extreme dangers, and the drops of blood 
Shed for my thankless country, are requited 
But with that surnauie ; a good memory, 
And witness of the malice and displeasure 
Which thou should'st bear me. Only that name 

remains: 
The cruelty and envy of the people^ 
Permitted by our dastard nobles, who 
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Have all forsook me, hath devoured the rest, 
And suffered me bj the roioe of slax^es to be 
Whooped out of Rome. Now, this extremity 
Hath brought me to thy hearth ; not oat of hope- 
Mistake me not — to save my life ; for if 
I had feared death, of all the men i' the world 
I 'd have avoided thee ; but in mere spite, 
To be fall quit of those my banishers, 
Stand I before thee here. Then^ if thou hast 
A heart of wreak in thee that will revenge 
Thine own particular wrongs, and stop those 

maims 
Of shame seen through thy country, speed thee 

straight 
And make my misery serve thy turn : so use it 
That my revengeful services may prove 
As benefits to thee ; for I will fight 
Againdt my cankered country with the spleen 
Of all the under fiends. But if so be 
Thou dar'st not this, and that to prove more for- 
tunes 
Thou *rt tired, then, in a word, I also am 
Longer to live most weary, and present 
My throat to thee and to thy ancient malice ; 
Which not to cut would show thee but a fool. 
Since I have ever followed thee with hate, 
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Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country's breast, 
And cannot live but to thy shame, unless 
It be to do thee service. 

Auf, O Marcius, Marcius ! 

Each word thou hast spoke hath weeded from my 

heart 
A root of ancient envy. If Jupiter 
Should from yond cloud speak divine things. 
And say *■ 'T is true/ I 'd not believe them more 
Than thee, all noble Marciua — Let me twine 
Mine arms about that body^ whereagaiost 
My grained ash an hundred times hath broke 
And scarred the moon with splinters 1 Here I 

clip 
The anvil of my sword, and do contest 
As hotly and as nobly with thy love 
As ever in ambitious strength I did 
Contend against thy valour. Know thou first, 
I loved the maid I married : never man 
Sighed truer breath ; but that I see thee here. 
Thou noble thing, more dances my rapt heart, 
Than when I first my wedded mistress saw 
Bestride my threshold. Why, thou Mars, I tell 

thee, 
We have a power on foot ; and I had purpose 
Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn. 
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Or lose mine arm for 't. Thou hast beat me out 
Twelve several times, and I have nightly since 
Dreamt of encounters 'twixt thyself and me : 
We have been down together in my sleep, 
Unbuckling helms, fisting each other's throat, 
And waked half dead with nothing. Worthy 

Marcius, 
Had we no other quarrel else to Rome, but that 
Thou art thence banished, we would muster all 
From twelve to seventy ; and, pouring war 
Into the bowels of ungrateful Rome, 
Like a bold flood o'er-bear. O, come ; go in, 
And take our friendly senators by the hands ; 
Who now are here, taking their leaves of me, 
Who am prepared against your territories. 
Though not for Rome itself 

Cor. You bless me, gods I 

Axif. Thei-efore, most absolute sir, if thou wilt 
have 
The leading of thine own revenges, take 
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To fright them, ere destroy. But come, go in : 
Let me commend thee first to those that shall 
Say yea to thy desires. A thousand welcomes ! 
And more a friend than e'er an enemy ; 
Yet Marcius, that was much. Your hand : most 
welcome ! 
[Eoceunt Coriolanus and Aufidius. 

1 Serv. [Advancing.] Here 's a strange alter- 

ation ! 

2 Serv. By my hand, I had thought to have 
strucken him with a cudgel ; and yet my mind 
gave me, his clothes made a false report of him. 

1 Serv. What an arm he has ! He turned me 
about with his finger and his thumb as one would 
set up a top. 

2 Serv. Nay, I knew by his face that there was 
something in him : he had, sir, a kind of face, me- 
thought, — I cannot tell how to term it. 

1 Serv. He had so ; looking as it were, — Would 
I were hanged, but I thought there was more in 
him than I could think. 

2 Serv. So did I, I '11 be sworn. He is simply 
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1 Serv, Nay, it *8 no matter for that. 

2 Sw^, Worth six on him. 

1 Serv, Nay, not so neither ; but I take him to 
be the greater soldier. 

2 Serv, 'Faith, look you, one cannot tell how to 
say that : for the defence of a town, our general is 
excellent. 

1 Serv, Ay, and for an assault toa 

Be-enter third Servcmt 

3 Serv, O, slaves, I can tell you news, — ^news, 
you rascals. 

1 <i& 2 Serv, What, what, what 1 let *s partake. 

3 Serv, I would not be a Roman, of all nations ; 
I had as lieve be a condemned man. 

I dh 2 Serv, Wherefore ? wherefore 1 

3 Serv. Why, here 's he that was wont to thwack 
our general, — Caius Marcius. 

1 Serv. Why do you say 'thwack our 
general ' 1 

3 Serv. I do not say, * thwack our general * ; but 
he was always good enough for him. 

2 Serv, Come, we are fellows, and friends : he 
was ever too hard for him ; I have heard him say 
so himself. 

1 Serv. He was too hard for him directly, to 
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say the truth on *t : before Corioli lie scotched 
him and notched him like a carbonado. 

2 Serv. An he had been cannibally given, he 
might have broiled and eaten him too. 

1 Serv. But, more of thy news 1 

3 Serv. Why, he is so made on here within as if 
he were son and heir to Mars ; set at upper end o' 
the table ; no question asked, him by any of the 
senators but they stand bald before him. Our 
general himself makes a mistress of him ; sanctifies 
himself with 's hand, and turns up the white o* the 
eye to his discourse But the bottom of the news 
is, our general is cut i' the middle, and but one half 
of what he was yesterday ; for the other has half, 
by the entreaty and grant of the whole table. 
He '11 go, he says, and sowl the porter of Home 
gates by the ears : he will mow down all before 
him, and leave his passage polled. 

2 Serv. And he 's as like to do % as any man I 
can imagine. 

3 Serv. Do *t ! he will do *t : for, look you, sir, 
he has as many friends as enemies ; which friends, 
sir, as it were, durst not, look you, sir, show them- 
selves, as we term it, his friends, whilst he 's in 
directitude. 

1 Serv. Directitude I what 's that f 
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3 Serv. But when they shall see, sir, his crest up 
again, and the man in blood, they will out of their 
burrows, like conies after rain, and revel all with him. 

1 Serv. But when goes this forward ? 

3 Serv. To-morrow ; to-day ; presently. You 
shall have the drum struck up this afternoon : 't is, 
as it were, a parcel of their feast, and to be exe- 
cuted ere they wipe their lips. 

2 Serv. Why, then we shall have a stirring 
world again. This peace is nothing but to rust 
iron, increase tailors, and breed ballad-makers. 

1 Serv. Let me have war, say I ; it exceeds peace 
as far as day docs night ; it 's spritely, waking, 
audible, and full of vent. Peace is a very apo- 
plexy, lethargy ; mulled, deaf, sleepy, insensible ; 
a getter of more bastard children than war 's a de- 
stroyer of men. 

2 Serv. 'T is so : and as war, in some sort, may 
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SoENB VL — Rome. A Public Place. 

Enter SiciNius cmd Bbutus. 

Sic, We hear not of him, neither need we fear 
him; 
His remedies are tame i' the present peace 
And quietness o' the people, which before 
Were in wild hurry. Here do we make his friends 
Blush that the world goes well ; who rather had, 
Though they themselves did suffer by 't, behold 
Dissentious numbers pestering streets, than see 
Our tradesmen singing in their shops and going 
About their functions friendly. 

Enter MENENin& 

BriA. We stood to *t in good tima — Is this 

Menenius % 
Sic. 'T is he, *t is he; O, he is grown most 

kind 
Of late.— Hail, sir ! 
J5rw. Hail, sir 1 

Men. Hail to you both I 

Sic. Your Coriolanus, sir, is not much missed 
But with his friends : the commonwealth doth 

stand, 
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And so would do, were he more angry at it. 

Men, All 's well ; and might have been much 
better, if 
He could have temporised. 

Sic. Where is he, hear you ? 

Men, Nay, I hear nothing : his mother and his 
wife 
Hear nothing from him. 

Enter three or four Citizens, 

Cit, The gods preserve you both ! 

Sic, God den, our neighbours. 

Bru, God don to you all, god den to you all. 

I Cit. Ourselves, our wives, and children, on 
our knees. 
Are bound to pray for you both. 

Sic, live, and thrive I 

Bru, Farewell, kind neighbours. We wished 
Coriolanus 
Had loved you as we did. 

Git. Now the gods keep you ! 

Both Tri Farewell, farewell. [Exeunt Citizens. 

Sic, This is a happier and more comely time 
Than when these fellows ran about the streets 
Crying confusion. 

Bru. Caius Marcius was 
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A worthy officer i' the war ; but insolent, 
Overcome with pride, ambitious past all thinking, 
Self-loving, — 

Sic And affecting one sole throne, 

Without assistanca 

Men, I think not so. 

Sic. We should by this, to all our lamentation, 
If he had gone forth consul, found it sa 

Bnu The gods have well prevented it, and 
Rome 
Sits safe and still without him. 

Enter an jEdile. 

jEd, Worthy tribunes, 

There is a slave, whom we have put in prison. 
Reports, the Volsces with two several powers 
Are entered in the Roman territories. 
And with the deepest malice of the war 
Destroy what lies before 'em. 

Men, *T is Aufidius, 

Who, hearing of our Marcius' banishment. 
Thrusts forth his horns again into the world ; 
Which were inshelled when Marcius stood for 

Rome, 
And durst not once peep out. 

Sic Come, what talk you of Marcius I 
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Bru, Go aee this romourer whipped — ^It cannot 
be 
The Tolsoes dare break with us. 

Merk Cannot be ! 

We have record that -very well it can ; 
And three examples of the like have been 
Withuimy age. But reason with the fellow, 
Before you punish him, where he heard this ; 
Lest you shall chance to whip your informatLon, 
And beat the messenger who bids beware 
Of what is to be dreaded. 

Sic Tell not me : 

I know this cannot be. 

Bnu Not possible. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. The nobles in great earnestness are going 
All to the senate-house : some news is come 
That turns their countenances. 

Sic. T is this slave. 

Go whip him 'fore the people's eyes: — ^his rais- 
ing;— 
Nothing but his report. 

Mess. Yes, worthy sir, 

The slave's report is seconded ; and more, 
More fearful, is delivered. 
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Sic. What more fearful 1 

Mess. It is spoke freely out of many mouths — 
How probable I do not know — that Marcius, 
Joined with Aufidius, leads a power 'gainst Bome^ 
And vows revenge as spacious as between 
The youngest and oldest thing. 

Sic. This is most likely ! 

Bru. Baised only, that the weaker sort may 
wish 
Good Marcius home again. 

Sic. The very trick on *t. 

Men. This is unlikely : 
He and. Aufidius can no more atone, 
Than violentest contrariety. 

Unter another Messenger, 

Mess. You are sent for to the senate ; 
A fearful army, led by Oaius Marcius, 
Associated with Aufidius, rages 
Upon our territories ; and have already 
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Conk Ton have holp to ravish yoar own dangh- 
ters, and 
-To melt the city leads upon your pates ; 
To see yoar wives dishonoured to your noses ; — 

Men. What 's the news ) what 's the news % 

Com. Your temples bum^ in their cement; 
and 
Your franchises, whereon you stood, confined 
Into an auger's bora 

Men, Pray now, what news t — 

You have made fair work, I fear me. — Pray, your 

news 1 — 
If Marcius should be joined with Volscians, — 

Com, If! 

He is their god : he leads them like a thing 
Made by some other deity than nature. 
That shapes man better ; and they follow him 
Against us brats, with no less oonfidence 
Than boys pursuing summer butterflies. 
Or butchers killing flies. 

Men, You Ve made good work, 

You, and your apron-men ; that stood so much 
Upon the voice of occupation and 
The breath of garlic-eaters 1 

Com^ He will shake 

Your Home about your ears. 
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Men, As Hercules 

Did shake down mellow fruit. You have made 
fair work. 

Bra, But is this true, sir 1 

Com. A.J ; and you 11 look pale 

Before you find it other. All the regions 
Do smilingly revolt ; and, who resist, 
Are mocked for men of valiant ignorance, 
And perish constant fools. Who is't can blame 

himi 
Your enemies and his find something in hinL 

Men. We are all imdone, unless 
The noble man have mercy. 

Com. Who shall ask it 1 

The tribunes cannot do 't for shame ; the people 
Deserve such pity of him as the wolf 
Does of the shepherds : for his best friends, if they 
Should say, ' Be good to Rome,' they charged him 

even 
As those should do that had deserved his hate. 
And therein showed like enemies. 

Men. T is true. 

If he were putting to my house the brand 
That should consume it, I have not the face 
To say, 'Beseech you, cease.' — You have made 
fair hands, 
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You and your crafts ; you have crafted fair. 

Com. You have brought 

A trembling upon Rome, such as was never 
So incapable of help. 

Tri. Say not, we brought it. 

Men, How ! Was it we 1 We loved him ; but^ 
like beasts, 
And cowardly nobles, gave way unto your clusters^ 
Who did hoot him out o' the city. 

Com, But, I fear, 

They '11 roar him in again. Tullus Aufidius, 
The second name of men, obeys his points* 
As if he were his officer. Desperation 
Is all the policy, strength, and defence, 
That Rome can make against them. 

Enter a troop of Citizens, 
Men. Here come the clustenk— 

And is Aufidius with him ? — You are they 
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If he could burn us all into one coal, 
We have deserved it 

CU. 'Faith, we hear fearful news. 

1 Cit For mine own part, 
When I said, banish him, I said, 't was pity. 

2 CU. And so did L 

3 Cit, And so did I ; and, to say the truth, so 
did very many of us. That we did, we did for the 
best; and though we willingly consented to his 
banishment, yet it was against our will. 

Com. Ye 're goodly things, you voices ! 

Men. You have made 

Good work, you and your cry 1 — Shall 's to the 
Capitol 1 

Com. O, ay ; what else ] 

[Exewnt Cominius <md Menenius. 

Sic Go, masters, get you home; be not dis- 
mayed : 
These are a side that would be glad to have 
This true, which they so seem to fear. Go home. 
And show no sign of fear. 

1 Cit. The gods be good to us ! Come, masters, 
let's home. I ever said we were i' the wrong, 
when we banished him. 

2 Cit. So did we all. But come, let 's home. 

[JSxetmt Citizens. 
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Bru. I do not like this news. 
Sic. Nor I. 

Bru, Let's to the Capitol. — 'Would, half ik.7 
wealth 
Would buy this for a lie ! 

Sic. Pray, let us go. 

[Exeunt, 



Scene VII. — A Camp, at a small distance from 
Rome. 
Enter Aufidius and his Lieutenant 
Aiif. Do they still fly to the Roman 1 
Lieu. I do not know what witchcraft 's in him, 
but 
Your soldiers use him as the grace 'fore meat, 
Their talk at table, and their thanks at end ; 
And you are darkened in this action, sir. 
Even by your own. 

A-tif. I cannot help it now, 

Unless, hy using means, I lame the foot 
Of our design. He bears himself more proudlier, 
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Lieu. Yet I wish, sir, — 

I mean, for your particular, — you had not 
Joined in commission with him ; but either 
Had borne the action of yourself, or else 
To him had left it solely. 

Afif, I understand thee well : and be thou sure. 
When he shall come to his account, he knows not 
What I can urge against him. Although it seems^ 
And so he thinks, and is no less apparent 
To the vulgar eye, that he bears all things fairly. 
And shows good husbandry for the Volscian state. 
Fights dragon-like, and does achieve as soon 
As draw his sword ; yet he hath left undone 
That which shall break his neck or hazard mine. 
Whene'er we come to our account. 

Lieu. Sir, I beseech you, think you he '11 carry 
Rome ? 

Ai^. All places yield to him ere he sits down ; 
And the nobility of Rome are his : 
The senators and patricians love him too : 
The tribunes are no soldiers ; and their people 
Will be as rash in the repeal, as hasty 
To expel him thence. I think, he '11 be to Borne, 
As is the osprey to the fish, who takes it 
By sovereignty of nature. First he was 
A noble servant to them, but he could not 
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Carry his honours even : whether 't was pride, 

Which out of daily fortune ever taints 

The happy man ; whether defect of judgment^ 

To fail in the disposing of those chances 

Which he was lord of ; or whether nature, 

Not to be other than one thing, not moving 

From the casque to the cushion, but commanding 

peace 
Even with the same austerity and garb 
As he controlled the war ; but one of these— 
As he hath spices of them all, not all, 
For I dare so far free him — ^made him feared ; 
So, hated ; and so, banished ; but he has a merits 
To choke it in the utterance. So our virtues 
lie in the interpretation of the time ; 
And power unto itself most conmiendable 
Hath not a tomb so evident as a chair 
To extol what it hath done. 
One fire drives out one fire ; one nail, one nail ; 
Rights by rights falter, strengths by strengths do 

fail 
Oome, let 's away. When, Caius, Eome is thine. 
Thou 'rt poor'st of aU ; then, shortly art thou mine. 

[Exeunt, 
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ACT Y. 

Scene I. — Rome. A Public Placa 

Enter Menenius, Cominius, Sicinius, Brutus, 
and others. 

Men, No, I '11 not go ; you hear what he hath 
said, 
Which was sometime his general ; who loved him 
In a most dear particular. He called me father : 
But what o* that % Go, you that banished him ; 
A mile before his tent fall down, and knee 
The way into his mercy. Nay, if he coyed 
To hear Cominius speak, I '11 keep at home. 

Com, He would not seem to know me. 

Men, Do you hear % 

Com, Yet one time he did call me by my name. 
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A pair of tribunes that have wracked fair Borne, 
To make coals cheap ; a noble memory ! 

Cam. I minded him, how royal 't was to pardon 
When it was less expected : he replied. 
It was a rare petition of a state 
To one whom they had punished. 

Men, Very well : could he say less! 

Com, I offered to awaken his regard 
For 's private friends : his answer to me was, 
He could not stay to pick them in a pile 
Of noisome, musty chaff. He said, 't was folly. 
For one poor grain or two to leave unburnt 
And still to nose the offenca 

Men, For one poor grain or two ! 

I am one of those ; his mother, wife, his child. 
And this brave fellow too, we are the grains : 
You are the musty chafi^ and you are smelt 
Above the moon. We must be burnt for you. 

Sic Nay, pray, be patient: if you refuse your 
aid 
In this so never-needed help, yet do not 
Upbraid *s with our distress. But, sure, if you 
Would be your country's pleader, your good tongue. 
More than the instant army we can make, 
Might stop our countryman. 

Men, No; 1 11 not meddle. 
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Sic, Pray you, go to him. 

Men. What should I do ^ 

£ru. Only make trial what your love can do 
For Rome, towards Marcius. 

Men, Well ; and say that Marcius 

Return me, as Cominius is returned, 
Unheard ; — ^but as a discontented friend 
Grief shot with his unkindnesa — 
Say it be so ; what then 1 

Sic, Yet your good will 

Must have that thanks from Rome, after the 

measure 
As you intended welL 

Men, I '11 undertake it : 

I think, he '11 hear me. Yet to bite his lip 
And hum at good Cominius much unhearts ma 
He was not taken well : he had not dined : 
The veins unfilled, our blood is cold, and then 
We pout upon the morning, are unapt 
To give or to forgive ; but when we 've stuffed 
These pipes and these conveyances of our blood 
With wine and feeding, we have suppler souls 
Than in our priest-like fasts : therefore, I '11 watch 

him 
Till he be dieted to my request, 
And then 1 11 set upon him. 
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BtUh You know the very road into his kindness 
And cannot lose your way. 

Men. Good faith, I '11 prove him. 

Speed how it will, I shall ere long have knowledge 
Of my success. [Exit. 

Com, He 11 never hear him. 

Sic Noti 

Com, I tell you, he does sit in gold, his eye 
Bed as 't would bum Rome ; and his injury 
The gaoler to his pity, I kneeled before him ; 
T was very faintly he said, " Rise ; " dismissed me 
Thus, with his speechless hand : what he woidd do^ 
He sent in writing after me, what he would not ; 
Bound with an oath to hold to his conditions : 
So that all hope is vain, 
Unless in 's noble mother, and his wife, 
Who, as I hear, mean to solicit him 
For mercy to his country. Therefore, let 's henoe^ 
And with our fair entreaties haste them on. 

[Ex&wnin 



Scene II. — The Volscian Camp before Bome. 
The Guards at their stations. 
Enter to them Menenius. 
1 G. Stay ! whence are you 1 
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2 G. Stand, and go back. 

MevL You guard like men ; 't is well ; but, by your 

leave, 
I atn an officer of state, and come 
To speak with Coriolanus. 

1 G, From whence ? 

Men, From Rome. 

1 G, You may not pass ; you must return : our 

general 
Will no more hear from thence. 

2 G, You '11 see your Rome embraced with fire^ 

before 
You '11 speak with Coriolanus. 

Men, Good my friends, 

If you have heard your general talk of Rome, 
And of his friends there, it is lots to blanks, 
My name hath touched your ears ; it is Menenius. 

1 G. Be it so ; go back : the virtue of your 
name 
Is not here passable. 

Men. I tell thee, fellow, 

TnV.«^ »i^-rtA-M»1 ^c *, 1 . T 1 1 
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Would witliout lapsing suffer : nay, sometimes, 
Like to a bowl upon a subtle ground, 
I have tumbled past the throw, and in his praise 
Have almost stamped the leasing : therefore, 

fellow, 
I must have leave to pass. 

1 G. 'Faith, sir, if you had told as many lies in 
his behalf as you have uttered words in your own, 
you should not pass here ; no, though it were as 
vii'tuous to lie as to live chastely. Therefore, go 
back. 

Men. Pr'ythee, fellow, remember my name is 
iNIenenius, always factionary on the party of your 
general. 

2 G. Howsoever you have been his liar, as you 
say you have, I am one that, telling true under 
him, must say, you cannot pass. Therefore go 
buck. 

Men. Has he dined, canst thou tell ? for I would 
not speak with him till after dinner. 
1 G. You are a Roman, are you ] 
}ffm T nm. as tliv '^'•eiifrnl is 
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front his revenges with the easy groans of old 
women, the virginal palms of your daughters, or 
with the palsied intercession of such a decayed 
dotant as you seem to be 1 Can you think to blow 
out the intended fire your city is ready to flame in, 
with such weak breath as this 'i No, you are de- 
ceived, therefore, back to Rome, and prepare for 
your execution. You are condemned, our general 
has sworn you out of reprieve and pardon. 

Men. Sirrah, if thy captain knew I were here, 
he would use me with estimation. 

2 G. Come, my captain knows you not. 

Men. I mean, thy general. 

1 G. My general cares not for yotf. Back, I 
say, go, lest I let forth your half-pint of blood ; — 
back, — that 's the utmost of your having : — back. 

Men, Nay, but, fellow, fellow, — 

JSnter Cobiolanus and Aufidius. 

Car. What 's the matter 1 

Men. Now, you companion, I'll say an errand 
for you : you shall know now that I am in estima- 
tion, you shall perceive that a Jack-guardant cannot 
office me from my son Coriolanus : guess, but by 
my entertainment with him, if thou stand'st not i' 
the state of hanging, or of some death more long in 
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^^eetaioaliipyiikderodlerinnflfeniig: bdwldiKnr 
presentij, and swoood for wlut's to come upoa. 
tiiee. — ^Tbe glorious gods Bt in honrij sjnod mbooft 
thjT partiealju' proqperi^y and lore thee no waae 
than thj <M iaHaer Menemns does ! O my son, mj 
ton! tium art preparing fire for us; Iim^ thee, 
here 'm water to qnenck it. I was hardly moTed to 
come to thee ; bat being assured none but mysdf 
eonld more thee, I have been blown ont of your 
■ gates with si^^ and conjure thee to pardon Borne;, 
and thy petitionary countrymen. The good gods 
assuage thy wrath, and torn the dr^ of it npoa 
this varlet here, — this, who, like a block, hath 
denied my access to tiiee. 

Car. Away I 

Mm, Howl 'Away!' 

Cor. Wife, mother, child, I know not My 
affiurs 
Are senranted to others : thoogh I owe 
My revenge properly, my remission lies 
In Yolscian breast& That we have been familiar, 
Ingrate f orgetfolness shall poison, rather 
Than pity note how much. — Therefore, be gone : 
Mine ears against your suits are stronger than 
Your gates against my force. Yet^ for I loved 
thee, 
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Take this along ; I writ it for thy sake, 

[Gives a paper^ 
And would have sent it. Another word, Menenius, 
I will not hear thee speak. — This man, Aufidius, 
"Was my beloved in Home ; yet thou behold'st ! 
Atif, You keep a constant temper. 

[Exeunt Oobiolakus <md Aufidius^ 

1 G, Now, sir, is your name Menenius f 

2 G. *T is a spell, you see, of much power. 
You know the way home again. 

1 G, Do you hear how we are shent for keeping 
your greatness back 1 

2 G. What cause, do you think, I have to 
swoond 9 

Men. I neither care for the world, nor your 
general : for such things as you, I can scarce think 
there 's any, you are so slight. He that hath a will 
to die by himself, fears it not from another. Let 
your general do his worst. For you, be that you 
are, long ; and your misery increase with your age. 
I say to you, as I was said to, • Away ! ' [Exit, 

1 6r. A noble fellow, I warrant him. 

2 G, The worthy fellow is our general : he is the 
rock ; the oak not to be wind-shaken. [Exeunt. 
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Scene III. — The Tent of Coriolanus. 
Entf'.r Coriolanus, Aufidius, and otJiers, 

Cor. We will before the walls of Rome to- 
morrow 
Set down our host. — My {)artner in this action, 
You must report to the Volscian lords, how 

plainly 
I have borne this business. 

Auf. Only tlieir ends 

You have rosp'M^ted ; stopped your ears against 
The ;^'eneral suit of Jlome ; never admitted 
A [)rivate whisper, no, not with such friends 
Th;it tliouL^lit them sure of you. 

Co7\ This last old man, 

VVliorn witli a cracked heart I have sent to Rome, 
Loved nie alcove; the measure of a father; 
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Will I lend ear to. — [Shout within] Ha ! what 

shout is this ? 
Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow 
In the same time 't is made 1 I will not. — 

Enter, in mourning habits, Virgilia, Volumnia, 
leading Young Marcius, Valeria, and Atten- 
dants. 

My wife comes foremost ; then the honoured 

mould 
Wherein this trunk was framed, and in her hand 
The grandchild to her blood. But out, affection I 
All bond and privilege of nature, break ! 
Let it be virtuous to be obstinate. — 
What is that curt'sy worth 1 or those doves* eyes, 
Whicli can make gods forsworn 1 — I melt, and am 

not 
Of stronger earth than others. — My mother bows, 
As if Olympus to a molehill should 
In supplication nod : and my young boy 
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Vir. My lord and husband ! 

Cor, These eyes are not the same I wore in 
Rome. 

Vir. The sorrow that delivers us thus changed, 
Makes you think so. 

Cor, Like a dull actor now, 

I have forgot my part, and I am out, 
Even to a full disgrace. — Best of my flesh, 
Forgive my tyranny ; but do not say 
For that, * Forgive our Romans.' — 0, a kiss 
Long as my exile, sweet as my revenge ! 
Now, by the jealous queen of heaven, that kiss 
I carried from thee, dear ; and my true lip 
Hath virgined it e'er since. — You gods ! I prate, 
And the most noble mother of the world 
Leave unsaluted : sink, my knee, i' the earth ; 

[Kneels. 
Of thy deep duty more impression show 
Than tliat of common sons. 

Vol. 0, stand up blessed ! 

Whilst, with no softer cushion than the flint, 
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Then let the pebbles on the hungry beach 
Fillip the stars ; then let the mutinous winds 
Strike the proud cedars 'gainst the fiery sun, 
Murdering impossibility, to make 
What cannot be, slight work. 

Vol, Thou art my warrior ; 

I holp to frame thee. Do you know this lady 1 

Cor, The noble sister of Publicola, 
The moon of Home ; chaste as the icicle, 
That 's curded by the frost from purest snow. 
And hangs on Dianas temple : dear Valeria ! 

Vol This is a poor epitome of yours, 
Which, by the interpretation of full time, 
May show like all yourself. 

Cor, The god of soldiers, 

With the consent of supreme Jove, inform 
Thy thoughts with nobleness ; that thou may'st 

prove 
To shame invulnerable, and stick i' the wars 
like a great sea-mark, standing every flaw. 
And saving those that eye thee ! 

Vol, Your knee, sirrah. 

Cor, That 's my brave boy I 

Vol, Even he, your wife, this lady, and myself, 
Are suitors to you. 

Cor. I beseech you, peace ; 
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Or, if you 'd ask, remember this before : 

The things I have forsworn to grant may never 

Be held by you denials. Do not bid me 

Dismiss my soldiers, or capitulate 

Again with Rome's mechanics : tell me not 

Wherein I seem unnatural : desire not 

To allay my rages and revenges with 

Your colder reasons. 

Vol, O ! no more, no more ! 

You have said you will not grant us anything : 
For we have nothing else to ask but that 
Which you deny already : yet we will ask, 
That, if we fail in our request, the blame 
May hang upon your hardness. Therefore, hear us. 

Cor. Aufidius, and you Volsces, mark ; for we '11 
Hear nought from Home in private. — ^Your re- 
quest 1 

Vol Should we be silent and not speak, our 
raiment 
And state of bodies would bewray what life 
We have led since thy exile. Think with thyself. 
How more unfortunate than all living women 
Are we come hither : since that thy sight, which 

shoidd 
Make our eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with 
comforts. 
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Constrains them weep, and* shake with fear and! 

sorrow * 
Making the mother, wife, and child, to see 
The son, the husband, and the father, tearing 
His country's bowels out. And to poor we 
Thine enmity 's most capital : thou barr*st us 
Our prayers to the gods, which is a comfort 
That all but we enjoy ; for how can we, 
Alas, how can we for our country pray. 
Whereto we're bound, together with thy victory, 
Whereto we're bound 1 Alack, or we must lose 
The country, our dear nurse, or else thy person, 
Our comfort in the country. We must find 
An evident calamity, though we had 
Our wish, which side should win ; for either 

thou 
Must, as a foreign recreant, be led 
With manacles thorough our streets, or else 
Triumphantly tread on thy country's ruin. 
And bear the palm for having bravely shed 
Thy wife and children's blood. For myself, son, 
I purpose not to wait on fortune till 
These wars determine : if I cannot persuade thee 
Rather to show a noble grace to both parts 
Than seek the end of one, thou shalt no sooner 
March to assault thy country than to tread — 
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Trust to % thou shalt ftot— on thy mother's womb. 
That brought thee to this world. 

Vir, Ay, and on mine. 

That brought you forth this boy, to keep your 

name 
Living to time. 

Boy, 'A shall not tread on me : 

1 11 run away till I am bigger, but then I '11 fight. 

Car, Not of a woman's tenderness to be, 
Requires nor child nor woman's &ce to see. 
I have sat too long. [Rising. 

Vol. ^^79 go iiot from us thus. 

If it were so, that our request did tend 
To save the Romans, thereby to destroy 
The Volsces whom you serve, you might condemn 

us 
As poisonous of your honour : no ; our suit 
Is, that you reconcile them : while the Yolsces 
May say, 'This mercy we have showed;' the 

Romans, 
* This we received ; ' and each in either side 
Give the all-hail to thee, and cry, ' Be blessed 
For making up this peace ! ' Thou knoVst^ great 

son. 
The end of war 's uncertain : but this certain, 
That, if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 
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Which thou shalt thereby reap is such a name 
Whose repetition will be dogged with curses, 
Whose chronicle thus writ : — ' The man was noble, 
But with his last attempt he wiped it out) 
Destroyed his country, and his name remains 
To the ensuing age abhorred.' Speak to me, son I 
Thou hast affected the fine strains of honour, 
To imitate the graces of the gods ; 
To tear with thunder the wide cheeks o' the air, 
And yet to charge thy sulphur with a bolt 
That should but rive an oak. Why dost not speak ? 
Think'st thou it honourable for a noble man 
Still to remember wrongs ? — Daughter, speak you : 
He cares not for your weeping. — Speak thou, boy : 
Perhaps thy childishness will move him more 
Than can our reasons. — There's no man in the 

world 
More bound to's mother; yet here he lets me 

prate, 
like one i' the stocks. — ^Thou hast never in thy 

life 
Showed thy dear mother any courtesy ; 
When she, poor hen, fond of no second brood, 
Has duck'd thee to the wars, and safely home, 
Loaden with honour. Say, my request 's unjust^ 
And spurn me back ; but, if it be not so. 
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Thou art not honest, and the gods will plague thee. 
That thou restrain'st from me the duty which 
To a mother's part belongs. — He turns away : 
Down, ladies ; let us shame him Mdth our knees. 
To his surname Coriolanus 'longs more pride, 
Than pity to our prayers. Down : an end ; 
This is the last : — so we will home to Rome, 
And die among our neighbours. — Nay, behold 'a 
This boy, that cannot tell what he would have, 
But kneels and holds up hands for fellowship, 
Does reason our petition with more strength 
Than thou hast to deny 't. — Come, let us go. 
This fellow had a Volscian to his mother ; 
His wife is in Corioli, and this child 
Like him by chanca— Yet give us our despatch : 
I am hushed until our city be a-fire. 
And then I '11 speak a little. 
[After holding Volumnia 6y tJie hands^ in silence. 
Cor. O mother, mother ! 

What have you donel Behold, the heavens do 

ope. 
The gods look down, and this unnatural scene 
They laugh at. 0, my mother, mother I 0, 
You have won a happy victory to Bome ; 
But, for your son, — believe it, 0, believe it^ — 
Most dangerously you have with him prevailed. 
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If not most mortal to him. But let it come.^- 
Aufidius, though I cannot make true wars, 
I '11 frame convenient peaca Now, good Aufidius,. 
Were you in my stead, say would you have heard 
A mother less, or granted less, Aufidius ? 
Anf. I was moved withal 

Cot, I dare be sworn, you were : 

And, sir, it is no little thing to make 
Mine eyes to sweat compassion. But, good sir, 
What peace you'll make, advise me. For my 

part, 
1 11 not to Rome, I '11 back with you ; and pray 

you, 
Stand to me in this cause. — O mother 1 wife 1 
Auf, [Aside,'] I am glad thou 'st set thy mercy 

and thy honour 
At difference in thee : out of that I '11 work 
Myself a former fortuna 

[The ladies make signs to Coriolanus. 
Cor. [To VoLUMNiA, ViBGiLiA, dbc] Ay, by- 

and-by ; 
But we will drink together ; and you shall bear 
A better witness back than words, which we, 
On like conditions, will have counter-sealed. 
Come, enter with us. Ladies, you deserve 
To have a temple built you : all the swords 
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In Italy, and her confederate arms, 

Oould not have made this peace. [ExeumL 



SoENB rV. — Rome. A Public Placa 
Enter Mbnbnius and Sioinius. 

Men. See you yond coign o' the Capitol, yond 
oomerstone 1 

Sic. Why, what of that t 

Men. If it be possible for you to displace it with 
your little finger, there is some hope the ladies of 
Rome, especially his mother, may prevail with him. 
But I say, there is no hope in \ Our throats are 
sentenced, and stay upon execution. 

Sic. Is 't possible, that so short a time can alter 
the condition of a man 1 

Men, There is differency between a grub and a 
butterfly; yet your butterfly was a grub. This 
Marcius is grown irom man to dragon : he has 
wings ; he 's more than a creeping thing. 

Sic. He loved his mother dearly. 

Men. So did he me ; and he no more remembers 
his mother now, than an eight-year-old horse. The 
tartness of his face sours ripe grapes. When he 
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walks, he moves like an engine, and the ground 
shrinks before his treading. He is able to pierce 
a corslet with his eye ; talks like a knell, and his 
hum is a battery. He sits in his state, as a thing 
made for Alexander. What he bids be done, is 
finished with his bidding. He wants nothing of a 
god but eternity, and a heaven to throne in. 

Sic. Yes, mercy, if you report him truly. 

Men. I paint him in the character. Mark what 
mercy his mother shall bring from him : there is 
no more mercy in him, than there is milk in a 
male tiger ; that shall our poor city find : and all 
this is long of you. 

Sic. The gods be good unto us ! 

Men. No, in such a case the gods will not be 
good unto ua When we banished him, we re- 
spected not them ; and, he returning to break our 
necks, they respect not us. 

Enter a Messenger, 

Mesa. Sir, if you'd save your life, fly to your 
house. 
The Plebeians have got your fellow-tribune, 
And hale him up and down ; all swearing, if 
The Roman ladies bring not comfort home, 
They '11 give him death by inches. ^ 
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Enter arwiher Messenger, 

Sic» What *s the news i 

Mess, Good news, good news ! — The ladies have 
prevailed, 
The Volscians are dislodged, and Marcius gone. 
A merrier day did never yet greet Rome, 
No, not the expulsion of the Tarquins. 

Sic. Friend, 

Art thou certain this is true 1 is it most certain % 

Mess, As certain as I know the sun is fire. 
Where have you lurked, that you make doubt 

ofiti 
Ne'er through an arch so hurried the blown tide, 
As the recomforted through the gates. Why, hark 

you! 
[Trumpets and Jiautboys sounded, and drums beaten 
all together. Shouting also vnthin^ 
The trumpets, sackbuts, psalteries, and fifes. 
Tabors, and cymbals, and the shouting Eomans, 
Make the sun dance. Haik you ! 

[Shouting again. 
Men This is good new& 

I will go meet the ladies. This Volumnia 
Is worth of consuls, senators, patricians, 
A city full ; of tribunes, such as you, 
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A sea and land full. You have prayed well to- 
day : 
This morning for ten thousand of your throats 
I 'd not have given a doit. Hark, how they joy ! 

[Shouting and music. 
Sic. First, the gods bless you for your tidings ; 
next. 
Accept my thankfulness. 

Mess. Sir, we have all 

Great cause to give great thanks. 

Sic. They are near the city ? 

Mess. Almost at point to enter. 
Sic. We will meet them, 

And help the joy. [Going. 

Enter the Ladies, accnmpanied by Senators, Patri- 
cians, and People. They pass over the stage. 

1 Sen. Behold our patroness, the life of Rome ! 
Call all your tribes together, praise the gods, 
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ScENB V. — Antium. A Public Place. 

Enter Tullus Aufidius, toith Attendants. 

Auf, Go tell the lords of the city, I am here : 
Deliver them this paper ; having read it, 
Bid them repair to the market-place ; where I, 
Even in theirs and in the commons' ears. 
Will vouch the truth of it. Him I accuse 
The city ports by this hath entered, and 
Intends to appear before the people, hoping 
To purge himself with words. Despatch. 

[Exeunt Attendantti 

Enter three or fowr Conspiratore of AxiFiDiua* 
/action. 
Most welcome ! 

1 Con. How is it with our general f 

Auf, Even so 

As with a man by his own alms empoisoned. 
And with his charity slain. 

2 Con, Most noble sir. 
If you do hold the same intent wherein 
You wished us parties, we '11 deliver you 
Of your great danger. 

Au/. Sir, I cannot tell : 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



«.] COBIOLANUS. 185 

We must proceed as we do find the peopla 

,3 Con, The people will remain uncertain whilst 
Twixt you there 's difference ; but the fall of either 
Makes the survivor heir of alL 

Auf. I know it ; 

And my pretext to strike at him admits 
A good construction. I raised him, and I pawned 
Mine honour for his truth : who being so heightened, 
He watered his new plants with dews of flattery, 
Seducing so my friends ; and, to this end, 
He bowed his nature, never known before 
But to be rough, unswayable, and free. 

3 Con, Sir, his stoutness. 
When he did stand for consul, which he lost 
By lack of stooping, — 

Auf, That I would have spoke of. 

Being banished for 't, he came unto my hearth ; 
Presented to my knife his throat : I took him ; 
Made him joint-servant with me ; gave him way 
In all his own desires ; nay, let him choose 
Out of my files, his projects to accomplish. 
My best and freshest men; served his desigii^ 

ments 
In mine own person ; holp to reap the fame 
Which he did end all his ; and took some pride 
To do myself this wrong : till, at the last^ 
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With what he would say, let him feel your sword, 
Which we will second. When he lies along, 
After your way his tale pronounced shall bury 
His reasons with his body. 

Auf, Say no more : 

Here come the lords. 

. Enter tJhe Lords of the City, 

Lords, You are most welcome home. 

Auf, I have not deserved it. 

But, worthy lords, have you with heed perused 
What I have written to you % 

Lords. We have. 

1 Lord, And grieve to hear \ 

What faults he made before the last, I think 
Might have found easy fines ; but there to end 
Where he was to begin, and give away 
The benefit of our levies, answering us 
With our own charge, making a treaty where 
There was a yielding, — this admits no excuse. 

Auf, He approaches : you shall hear him. 

Enter Coriolanus, with drums and colours; a 
crowd of Citizens vyith him. 

Cor, Hail, lords ! I am returned your soldier ; 
No more infected with my country's love 
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Than when I parted hence, but still subsisting 
Under your great command. You are to know, 
That prosperously I have attempted, and 
With bloody passage led your wars even to 
The gates of Rome. Our spoils we have brought 

home 
Do more than counterpoise, a full third part, 
The charges of the action. We 've made peace 
With no less honour to the Antiates 
Than shame to the Romans ; and we here deliver, 
Subscribed by the consuls and patricians, 
To-^ether with the seal o' the senate, what 
We have compounded on. 

A.uf, Read it not, noble lords ; 

But tell the traitor in the high 'st degree 
He hath abused your powers. 

Cor, Traitor 1 — How now ! — 

Jiuf. Ay, traitor, Marcius. 

Qor, Marcius ! 

Auf, Ay, Marcius, Caius Marcius. Dost thou 
think 
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For certain drops of salt, your city Rome, — 
I say, your city, — to his wife and i lother ; 
Breaking his oath and resolution, like 
A twist of rotten silk ; never admitting 
Council o* the war, but at his nurse's tears 
He whined and roared away your victory, 
That pages blushed at him, and men of heart 
Looked wondering each at other. 

Cor, Hear'st thou, Mars t 

Auf, Name not the god, thou boy of tears. 

Cor, Ha I 

Auf. No more. 

Cor. Measureless liar, thou hast made my heart 
Too gi*eat for what contains it. * Boy ' I slave — 
Pardon me, lords, 'tis the first time that ever 
I was forced to scold. Your judgments, my grave 

lords. 
Must give this cur the lie : and his own notion — 
Who wears my stripes impressed upon him, that 
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Fluttered your Volscians in Corioli : 
Alone I did it.— 'Boy' ! 

Auf, Why, noble lords, 

Will yon be put in mind of his blind fortune, 
Which was your shame, by this unholy braggart, 
*Fore your own eyes and ears % 

AU the Conspvrators, Let him die for *t. 

Citizens. Tear him to pieces : do it presently. 
He killed my son ; — my daughter ; — he killed my 
•cousin Marcus ; — ^he killed my father. — 

2 Lord, Peace, ho ! — no outrage ; — ^peace ! 
The man is noble, and his fame folds in 
This orb o' the earth. His last offences to us 
Shall have judicious heaiing. — Stand, Aufidius, 
And trouble not the peace. 

Cor, ! that I had him,' 

With six Aufidiuses, or more, his tribe. 
To use my lawful sword I 

Auf. Insolent villain ! 

All CoTh, Kill, kill, kill, kiU, kill him ! 

[Aufidius and the Gonapiratora d/raw^ and 
kill OoBioLANUs, who falU : Aufidius atanda 
on hia body, 

Lorda, Hold, hold, hold, hold I 

Auf. My noble masters, hear me speak. 

I Lord. O TuUus,— 
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2 Lord. Thou hast done a deed whereat valour 

will weep. 

3 Lord, Tread not upon him. — Masters all, b& 

quiet. — 
Put up your swords. 

Auf, My lords, when you shall know — as in thi» 
rage, 
Provoked by him, you cannot — the great danger 
Which this man's life did owe you, you '11 rejoice 
That he is thus cut off. Please it your honours 
To call me to your senate, I *11 deliver 
Myself your loyal servant, or endure 
Your heaviest censure. 

1 Lwd, Bear from hence his body^ 
And mourn you for him. Let him be regarded 
As the most noble corse that ever herald 

Did follow to his urn. 

2 Lord, His own impatience 
Takes from Aufidius a great part of blame. 
Let 's make the best of it. 

Auf. My mge is gone, 

And I am struck with sorrow. — Take him up : — 
Help, three o* the chiefest soldiers ; I '11 be one.— 
Beat thou the drum, that it speak mournfully ; 
Trail your steel pikes. — Though in this city he 
Hath widowed and unchilded many a one. 
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Wliich to this hour bewail the injury, 
Yet he shall have a noble memory. — 
Assist [ExemU, hearing ihe body of Cobjo- 

LANU& A dead march sotmded. 
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